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And he woiildtalk so weirdly wild. 
And grow upon your wonderinga ; 
Aa fhoQgh her statore rose on wings. 
And yon forgot she was a child. 
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ADrERTISEMENT. 



This small Volume is designed both to 

excite in Children a love of reading, and also 

to gratify those in whom this feeling exists. 

As far as possible it has been attempted to 

make the pieces simple, so as to be adapted to 

very young children; and also short, that 

they might not weary by their tediousness. It 

will be seen that variety is the order of the 

book, from the beginning to the end. The 

design of the whole is to interest, to please, 

\nd to instruct. No sectarian sentiments will 

e found in its pages, but a constant reference 

those self-evident Bible Truths, in which all 

angelical Christians are agreed. Many of 

articles are selections from a wide range of 
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writers, some of whom are anonymous. Those 
followed with an asterisk have been expressly- 
written for this Work, by the affectionate and 
ardent Friend of the Bising Generation, 

THE AUTHOR 
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A^ftil, 1861. 
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THE 

GOOD CHILD^S GIFT BOOK. 



THE aOOD CHILD. 



Thebe are all sorts of children, — some very 
good, and others very bad, and many that are 
occasionally both. It is not difficult to discover 
who are bad children — their words and conduct 
soon make them known — ^and I never knew a 
person who did not dislike to be near bad 
children. Some of these, however, are very 
much to be pitied as well as blamed, — ^their 
parents have not taught them better, nor set 
before them a good example. Now, as it is easy 
to know bad children, it is equally so to dis- 
tinguish those that are really good, for there 
is no resemblance between the good and the 
bad. Gtood children fear God, and do not love 
to break His commandments. To fear Gtod is 
the beginning of wisdom, and the true foundation 
of a happy life. Q-ood children also love GK)d, 
and feel that He is their blessed and heavenly 
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Father, and that they can trust in His goodness 
for all that they need; and to this Father in 
Heaven they daily pray, asking Him to forgive 
their sins, and to give them grace to walk in 
His ways, and to do His wiU. 

Gj-ood children are the disciples of the Lord 
Jesus Christ ; that is, they have come to Christ 
to be taught saving truth, and they trust in 
Christ for salvation and eternal life; for Jesus 
is the only Saviour, and He alone can make us 
holy and happy now, and prepare us for being 
happy in the world to come. 

GJ-ood children delight to hear and read G-od's 
holy word. There is no book 'in all the world 
so interesting and wonderful as the Bible. Be- 
sides, this is the one safe guide to eternal glory. 

A portion of this book should be read every 
day, so that the mind may be stored with ita 
excellent truths. 

Q-ood children will love good people. They 
will prefer wise and pious children for their 
companions. They will ever be delighted to 
hear the counsel of those who have been long 
walking in the way to heaven. GDheir teachers 
and minister will have their esteem and affec- 
tionate regard. Especially will good children 
reverence and dearly love their parents. They 
will not disobey them, or be rude in their replies. 
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OP treat their commands* with neglect. They 
will try to make them happy, and do all in their 
power to repay them, by kind and affectionate 
conduct, for all their paternal love and care 
shown to them from day to day. " Honour thy 
father and mother," next to loving Qt)d, is one 
of the greatest of the divine commandments. 

Q-ood children will not forget to do unto 
others in all cases as they would others should 
do to them ; they will also be kind to the poor 
and the unfortunate; will not keep anger in 
their hearts towards their enemies; will ever 
be careful to speak the truth ; and, in order, 
that they may be possessed of all these excellen- 
cies, they will very humbly, but earnestly, ask 
Gk)d to give them such a heart and will, that 
they may ever live as in His sight, and do all in 
their power to please Him. 

It is very-remarkable, that by far the greatest 
number of those who have become very celebrated 
and excellent men and women, have been truly 
good in early life. And as we begin this Ghift 
Book by writing about good children, most likely 
we shall end it by giving a roll of very great and 
celebrated persons, who, having been pious when 
young, gimw wiser and better, and became the 
model people in the age and countries where 
they lived. 
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It is right to be good, for this is the will of 
God. 

It is possible to be good, for there have been, 
and are now, many such. 

It is wisest to be good, for this is the great 
end of life. 

It is happiest to be good, for God loves such, 
and gives them peace and joy, that others have 
not. 

It is safest to be good, for to such God is a 
shield, and He has promised to guide them by 
His counsel, and, when they die, to receive them 
to glory. 

And Jesus died on the cross, that by His 
precious blood, though guilty and vile, we might 
obtain forgiveness of sins, the favour of God, 
and everlasting life. And He has said, " They 
that seek me early shall find me." 

THE KIND LITTLE GIEL. 

A VEET poor man had a very good little girl. 
She had a fat, chubby, sweet face, and her 
cheeks looked like peaches when they are ripe. 
Her hair hung in ringlets all over her head, and 
some rich fathers would have made her look like 
a fairy with nice dresses and costly trinkets. 
But Lulu's father was poor, and her clothes 
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were only decent ; but she, sweet girl, was kind 
and good, which is better than to be rich. 
Biches have spoiled a great many little girls, 
but Lulu had no chance to be spoiled in this 
way. 

One day she saw a lame old man going by, 
wretchedly clad, with a pack on his back. Lulu 
thought he must be cdd, or hungry, or need 
something to make him comfortable ; so out she 
ran, without saying anything to her mother, and 
soon overtook the stranger. 

"Man!" said she, "my father always gives 
P005 folks something to eat ; won't you come 
back, and get some bread?** 

The old man turned about as if he was sur- 
prised. Perhaps he thought a bird of paradise 
had just dropped down there, and was singing. 
He was not used to such soft, sweet voices as 
that; and then her message was so kind and 
good ! 

Lulu thought the old man did not understand 
her, because he 'stood and gazed upon her in 
silence. So she again said : 

" My father always gives poor folks something 
to eat. Won't you go back with me, and get 
some bread?" 

The old man smiled ; he could not help it. If 
he had felt cross, he could not have kept down 

b2 
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that smile. He turned about, and Lulu took 
his hand, and led him back to the house. What 
do you think her mother thought when she 
saw her little daughter leading in that ragged 
stranger ? 

"Here, mother," said Lulu, "is a poor lame 
man, who is hungry ; won't you give him some 
bread?" Her mother looked pleased, and 
hastened to feed the stranger, while Lulu set 
him in, a chair close to the fire, and viewed him 
from head to foot, as if she thought he were a 
Lazarus, as poor and as good. 

"We need not teU you how long he stayed, nor 
what he said about Lulu when he went away. 
We are more concerned to know what our 
readers will think and say about this kind little 
girl ? Was it not a beautiful spirit that caused 
her to think of the beggar's wants ? Ought not 
every boy and girl to be as thoughtful and kind? 
Bemember the charming hjum : 

** Little deeds of kindness, 

Little words of love. 
Make our earth an Eden 

Like the heaven above. 

" Little seeds of mercy. 

Sown by youthful hands, 
Grow to bless the nations 

Far in distant lands." 
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TALE OF AN ELEPHANT. 
Teli, my graiidchildren, said the Kight Ser. 
Daniel "Wilson, writing home from Lidia, that 
an elephant here had a disease in his eyes. For 
three days he had been completely blind, "ffii* 
owner, an engineer officer, asked my dear Dr. 
Webb if he could do anything to relieve the poor 
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animal. The doctor said he would try nitrate 
of silver, which was a remedy commonly applied 
to similar diseases in the human eye. The huge 
animal waa ordered to lie down, and at first, on 
the application of the remedy, raised a most 
extraordinary roar at the acute pain which it 
occasioned. The efiect, however, was wonderful. 
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The eyes were, in a manner, reatored, and the 
nnimal could partially see. The next day, when 
he vaa brought, and heard the doctor's roice, be 
laid down of himself, placed hie enormous bead 
on one aide, curled up bis tnmk, drew in bis 
breath just like a man about to endure an ope- 
ration, gave a sigh of relief when it was over, and 
then, by tnmk and gestures, evidently wished to 
express bis gratitude. What sagacity ! "What 
a lesBon to us of patience ! 



CEOWN HIM LOUD OF ALL. 

A. SciTDAT school teacher was dying. The 

light of heaven was in his eye, ser^hic tmiles 

played upon hia thin lips, and precious thouglita 
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of Jesus and his mighty love filled his heart 
with a joy I cannot describe. Just before he 
sunk away, he turned to his daughter, who was 
bending most lovingly over his bed, and said : 

" Bring—*' 

More he could not say, for no strength had 
he to speak more. His child looked with 
earnest gaze in his face, and said : 

« What shall I bring, my father ?" 

" Bring—" 

His child was in an agony of desire to know 
that dying father's last request, and she said : 

" Dear, precious father, do try to tell me what 
vou want. I will do anything you wish me to 
do." 

The dying teacher rallied all his strength, and 
finally murmured : 

" Bring — ^forth — ^the royal diadem. 
And crown him Lord of all." 

And as these words died away upon his lips, 
his soul flew up to join the grand company in 
heaven, which is ever casting crowns at the feet 
of their Saviour, and singing haUelujahs to God 
and the Lamb. 

"Wasn't that a happy death, my children? 
Would you like to die thus when your hour 
comes ? If so, learn to live loving, honouring. 
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and praising Jesus. Leam to love him now, so 
that your heart will ever sing — 

" Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all." 



THE POOE IDIOT. 

As I went on my way, I saw a poor idiot, 
quite a young man grown, and he was playing 
with a little child about six years old ; and how 
delighted the poor fellow was with his little 
playmate ! Well, while I stood looking on, how 
thankful I felt to the great and good God, who 
had preserved my reason, and had not put out 
this beautiful light. How distressed I felt to 
see several big boys teasing this poor feUow, 
striking his cap off, pulling his coat, and annoy- 
ing him in every way. I went up to them, and 
cried, "Shame! shame on you, boys! Tou 
ought to know better." So they ran away, and 
well they might. 

I remember a beautiful instance of God's love 
and mercy to a poor idiot. One evening the 
godly minister of a country church was preaching 
iS'om that beautiful text of Scripture found in 
Isaiah xxxv. 8th verse, "The wayfaring men, 
though fools, shall not err therein." There 
happened to be a pdor idiot present, well known 
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for his quiet bebayiour in cburcb. No sooner 
did tbe minister give out tbe text, tban poor Sam 
stood up, clapping bis bands ; and looking up to 
tbe minister, witb tbe big tears streaming down 
bis cbeek^, exclaimed, " Glory be to God — ^gloiy 
be to God for tbat text ! I sbaU be saved 1 I 
sball be saved !*' God bas often cbosen tbe 
foolisb things of this world to confound tbe 
wise. Dear children, never tease a poor idiot. 

THE GEANDMOTHEE'S STAE. 

Little Annie's grandmother seemed to regard 
her as a bright star given her by heaven to cheer 
the evening of her life, and never for a moment 
seemed to think that one so beautiful and beloved 
could be taken from her. But in a day^ when 
she looked not for him, Constimption entered her 
dwelling, and instead of laying his band upon 
her, whose frame the storms of life bad bent, 
and whose head bad been bleached by tbe sims 
of many summers, be blasted in the bud this 
lovely flower. Soon it was seen that the de- 
stroyer was at work. No remedy which wealth 
could command was wanted. But aU in vain. 
After some months of lingering illness, which 
she bore witb tbe fortitude and resignation of a 
Christian, they one day l^iad tbe child, still 
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beautiful as the opening rose of summer, upon 
the bed. She said, "Sing for me, grandma; sing, 
* I want to be an angel.' " They gathered 
around her bedside, and she joined her sweet 
voice with theirs. When the song was ended, 
with a smile of seraphic sweetness she pointed 
upward, exclaiming, "Grandma, don't you see 
those beautiful children ? Can't you hear them 
sing ? I want to go with them !" She dropped 
her hand, closed her eyes, and the loving child 
had gone " to be an angel, and with the angels 
dweU." 

I SHOULD LIKE TO BE AN ANGEL. 

I SHOULD like to be an angel. 

An angel pure and bright. 
To live with other angels, 

Li that happy world of light. 

I should like to be an angel. 

For angels ever love ; 
And dwell before the throne of Q-od, 

Li the heavenly world above. 

I should like to be an angel, 

With wings so swift to fly, 
Quickly to do the will of GK)d, 

As those that dwell on high. 
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I should like to be an angel, 
To come from heaven to earth, 

To bring good news, as angels did, 
At Jesus' blessed birth. 

I should lik^ to be an angel, 
That when my friends shall die, 

I may bear them on my angel wings, 
To dwell beyond the sky. 

I should like to be an angel, 

And shine for ever more. 
Among the ranks of the blessed ones. 

That dwell on Canaan's shore. 

I should like to be an angel, 

Nor sin nor sorrow know. 
For angels' hearts with bliss and joy 

Eternally do flow. 

I should like to be an angel, 

For angels never die, 
But with the deathless cherubim. 

Holy, Holy, ever cry. 

" Well, dear," said mother, " ask for grace, 
Jesus to serve and love. 
And then with angels you shall dwell 
In the blest world above." 
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LIXTLE MIN Nm 
LiTTLB Minnie was a ditrling. 

Sweet and lovely as a flower ; 
Prettier every day she grew, 

And I loved her more and more. 
Little Minnie was a birdie, 

Soaring ever on the wing ; 
With a voice that ever charmed us 

When her little mouth did sing. 
Little Minnie's loving temper 

Drew unto her every heart ; 
That I thought, for India's richee 

I would not with Minnie part. 
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But dear Minnie beams with goodness, 
And delights to praise and prl^ ; 

Oft she thinks she hears the angels 
Whisper, " Minnie, come away." 

Minnie says she loves the Saviour, 
And would live and die for Him, 

If in a brighter world of glory^ 
She may join the Cherubim. 

But I hope that precious Minnie 
Will bear heavenly fruit below ; 

Be a guiding star to others 
Through this world of sin and woe. ' 

Many Minnies sure are wanted, 

In this world of earnest toil ; 
Many flowers of pious beauty. 

To adorn this earthly soil. 

Well among our pious children 

May our Minnie ever stand ; 
Living for the Saviour's glory, 

Travelling to the better land. • 

DEEDS OP KINDNESS. 

Suppose the little cowslip 

Should hang its golden cup. 
And say, " I'm such a tiny flower, 

I'd better not grow up" — 
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How many a weaiy traveUer 
Wttuld miss its fragrant smell ; 

How many a little child would grieve 
To lose it from the dell. 



Suppose the glistening dew-drop 

IJpon the grass should say, 
" What can a little dew-drop do ? 

I'd better roll away." 
The blade on which it rested, 

Before the day was done, 
Without a drop to moisten it. 

Would wither in the sun. 

Suppose the little breezes. 

Upon a summer's day, 
Should think themselves too small to cool 

The tray'ller on his way — 
Who would not miss the smallest 

And softest ones that blow. 
And think they made a great mistake. 

If they were talking so ? 

How many deeds of kindness 

A little child may do. 
Although it has so little strength. 

And little wisdom, too ! 
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It wants a loving spirit, 

Much more than strength, to prove 
How many things a child may do 

Por others by his love. 

VESPEES. 

A BOW of little faces by the bed — 
A row of little open hands outspread — 
A row of little roguish eyes all closed — 
A row of little naked feet exposed. 

A gentle mother leads them in their praise, 
Teaching their feet to tread in heavenly way?«, 
And takes this lull in childhood's tiny tide, 
The little errors of the day to chide. 

No lovelier sight this side of heaven is seen. 
And angels hover o'er that group serene ; 
Instead of odours in a censer swung, 
There floats the fragrance of an infant's tongue. 

Then, tumbling headlong into waiting beds, 
Beneath the sheets they hide their timid heads : 
Till slumber steals away their idle fears, 
And like a peeping bud each face appears. 

All dressed like angels in their gowns of white, 
They're wafted to the skies in dreams of light ; 
And heav'n will sparkle in their eyes at mom. 
And stolen graces all their ways adorn. 

o2 
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THE NEST AMONG THE GRATES. 

BY MBS. BiaOUBHBY. 

The cloudless sim went down 

Upon a churcliyard ecene. 
And there a quiet nest I mark'd 

Hid in an evergreen, 
Ab wandering 'mid the hallow'd mound, 

"With velvet verdure drest. 
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I paused where two sweet sisters lay 
In death's imbroken rest. " 

There was a marble seat 

Beside that couch of clay, 
AVTiere oft the mournful mother sat 

To pluck the weeds away, 
And bless each infant bud. 

And every blossom fair, 
That breathed a sign of fragrance round 

The idols of her care. 

The unfledged birds had flown 

Far from their nest away. 
Yet still within the imprisoning tomb 

Those gentle sleepers lay ; 
But surely as those bright-winged birds 

Forsook the sheltering tree, 
And soared with joyous flight to heaven. 

Such shall their rising be. 

THE LITTLE GEAVE. 

" It's only a little grave," they said, 

" Only just a child that's dead ;" 

And so they carelessly tiumed away 

From the moimd the spade had made that day. 

Ah ! they did not know how deep a shade 

That little grave in our home had ma.d&. 
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I know the coffin was narrow and small, 
One yard would have served for an ample paJl : 
And one man in his arms could have borne away 
The rosewood and its freight of clay. 
But I know that darling hopes were hid 
Beneath that little coffin-lid. 

I know that a mother stood that day 
"With folded hands by that form of clay ; 
I know that burning tears were hid 
'Neath the drooping lash and aching lid ; 
And I know her lip, and cheek, and brow. 
Were almost as white as her baby's now. 

I know that some things were hid away, 
The crimson fipock, and wrappings gay ; 
The little sock, and the half- worn shoe. 
The cap with its plume and tassels blue ; 
And an empty crib, with its covers spread. 
As white as the face of the sinless dead. 

'Tis a little grave ; but oh ! have care ! 
For world-wide hopes are buried there ; 
And ye, perhaps, in coming years. 
May see, like her, through blinding tears. 
How much of light, how much of joy. 
Is buried up with an only boy ! 
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NO GEAVES IN HEAVEN. 

No graves are there ! no gloom, no night 

Invades the blissful place, 
Where spirits pure, in heavenly light, 

Beflect the Saviour's grace. 

In yon celestial world she wakes, 

A spotless angel, fair ; 
On her clear vision glory breaks ! — 

No graves, — ^no graves are there. 

No graves are there ! hushed be the moan 

That tells of startling gloom ; 
She sings, a seraph round the throne, 

In triumph o'er the tomb. 

No graves are there ! Why then, — why 
Tread' st thou that hallowed sod P 

Breathe,— breathe no more an anxious sigh, 
She lives, — she lives with Ghod. 

Bepose then on His mighty arm,— 

An arm of changeless love, 
O, seek the refuge bright and calm ! 

There are no graves above. 
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LITTLE JULLi'S HYMN. 

I AM my mother's darling, 
Her chnd of hope and love ; 
A precious gift she calls me, 
Erom G-od who dwells above. 

I very often wonder 
Why she should love me so ; 
Eor I am but a little thing. 
Not good for much, you know. 

But I love my darling mother, 
And ril try to please her well. 
For how many things she does for me 
I'm sure I cannot tell. 

I love to sit beside her, 
In my little rocking-chair, 
And with my thread and needle 
To do my sewing there. 

She tells me pretty stories 
Of little girls and boys ; 
She is sorry when I'm sorry, 
And is glad when I rejoice. 

She tells me of the Saviour, — 
How he was once a child. 
And was never, never angry. 
But always kind and mild. 
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He was gentle, true, and holy, 
And obeyed his mother's word ; 
And was always meek and lowly, 
Although He was the Lord. 

And I ought to be like Jesus, 
And never fi?et nor cry 
With anger or impatience, - 
Nor ever tell a lie. 

Then I must pray to Jesus, 
To make me kind and mild ; 
And mother says he'll hear me, 
Though I am a little, child. C. E. J. 

SLEEPING AND WATCHINa. 

Sleep on, baby, on the floor, 

Tired of all the playing, — 
Sleep with smile the sweeter for 

That you dropped away in I 
On your curls' full roundness, stand 

G-olden lights serenely — 
One cheek, pushed out by the hand, 

Eolds the dimple inly : 
Little head and little foot, 

Heavy laid for pleasure. 
Underneath the lids half-shut. 

Slants the shining azure ; — 
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Open-souled in noonday sun, 
So, you lie and slumber ! 

Nothing evil having done, 
Nothing can encumber. 

I, who cannot sleep as well. 

Shall I sigh to view you ? 
Or sigh further to foretell 

All that may undo you ? 
Nay, keep smiling, little child, 

Ere the sorrow neareth, — 
I will smile too ! Patience mild 

Pleasure's token weareth. 
Nay, keep sleeping, before loss ; 

I shall sleep, though losing ! 
As by cradle, so by cross, 

Sure is the reposing. 

And God knows, who sees us twain. 

Child at childish leisure, 
I am near as tired of pain 

As you seem of pleasure ; — 
Very soon, too, by his grace 

Gently wrapt around me. 
Shall I show as calm a face. 

Shall I sleep as soundly ! 
Differing in this, that you 

Clasp your playthings sleeping, 
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While my hand shall drop the few 

Given to iny keeping ! 
Differing in this, that I 

Sleeping, shall be colder, 
And in waking presently, 

Brighter to beholder ! 
Differing in this beside 

(Sleeper, have you heard me ? 
Do you move, and open wide 

Eyes of wonder towards me ?) — 
That while you, I thus reqall 

From your sleep, — I solely, — 
Me from mine an angel shall| 

"With reveilU holy ! 

Mbs. E. B. Bbowkd^o. 

DO EIGHT. 

Awake, O soul, thy hours are fleeting. 
Thy life is rapidly completing, 
Time with eternity is meeting, 

Soon comes the night. 
Thy retribution, too, will come. 
According to thy deeds, thy doom. 

Do. right, do right. 

Though clouds thy firmament o'erspread, 
And tempests burst around thy head, 
Though life its greenest foliage shed, 

B 
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In sorrow's blight ; 
And though thy holy hopes and fears 
Lie buried *neath the gathering years — 

Do right, do right. 

The warring elements' worst wrath, 

The earthquake and the whirlwind's breath, 

The valley and the shade of death, 

Need not affiright ; 
For Duty's calm, commanding form. 
With rainbow arms shall clasp the storm. 

Do right, do right. 

Faint not in all the weary strife, 
Though every day with toil be rife, 
Work is the element of life, — 

Action is light : 
For man is made to toil and strive, 
And only those who labour live. 

Do right, do right. 

Life is not all a fleeting dream, 
A meteor dash, a rainbow gleam, 
A bubble on the floating stream. 

Soon lost to sight ; 
For there's a work for every hour. 
In every passing word a power. 

Do right, do right. 
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. Oh ! life is full of solemn thought, 
And noble deeds — ^if nobly wrought, 
With fearful consequences fraught. 

And there is might, 
If gathered in*each passing hour, 
That gives the soul unearthly power. 

Do right, do right. 

THE LITTLE BOY'S EAITH. 

It is very important that every little boy and 
girl should understand what faith or trust in 
Gf^od means. It is important, because they may 
be called to die at any time, and then they 
ought to hear the voice of Jesus, the blessed 
Saviour, calling to them, though they cannot 
see Him. The following story will help each 
one to understand what it is to trust in Q-od, 
and believe in Jesus : — 

It was a dark night ; a high wind was blow- 
ing without, while all the family of Mr. H 

were lying quietly in their beds, breathing 
calmly in the soundest slumbers. 

All at once Mr. H- was aroused by the 

terrible cry of fire. He was not sufficiently 
waked at first to understand the cause; but the 
sound grew nearer and nearer, and soon many 
were gathering under his window. "Eire! 
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fire! jour house is on fire!" they shouted, as 
they pounded heavily upon the doors. Throw- 
ing a few clothes around him, Mr. H 

rushed to the door ; and what was his surprise 
and fear to discover that his own dwelling was 
in flames ! He hastily returned, caUed up his 
terrified wife, and taking the babe and the next 
older child, they quickly sought a shelter in an 
adjoining house. His oldest son, about ten 
years of age, slept in a chamber in another part 
of the house, near the room of the servant maid 
who Hved in the family. 

Immediately the father hastened to rescue 
him, feeling but little anxiety for his property, 
if his family only might all be saved. On his 
way he met the maid. 

" Where is Charles ?" said Mr. H , sur- 
prised to see her alone. 

" Crying in his room," answered the frighted 
girl. " I but just escaped, and the stairs are 
now all in flames." 

The fire had broken out in that part of the 
house, and the flames were now spreading with 

fearful rapidity. Almost distracted, Mr. H 

rushed out, and hastened to the part of the 
house beneath the window of his son's sleeping- 
room. 

The window waa thrown up. The terrified 
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boy was standing there, crying out in agony, 
" Pather ! father ! how shaU I get out ?" 

He could be seen by the glare of the fire in 
the room; but he could see no one benefHth him — 
it was so dark — although he heard many voices. 

" Here I am, my son," cried out the deeply- 
moved father. "Here I am; fear not. Lay 
hold of the sill of the window, and drop yourself 
down. I will certainly catch you." 

Charles crept out of the window, and clinging 
with the grasp of a drowning person, he hung 
trembling, and afraid to let go. 

" Let go, my son," cried the father. 

" I can't see you, father." 

" But I am here, my son." 

" I'm afraid, father, that I shall fall." 

" Let go ; you need not fear," again shouted 
the father. 

The flames began to approach the window — 
the casement grew hot — ^if he stayed there, he 
would be burned. He recollected that his father 
was strong ; that he loved him, and would not 
tell him to do anything that would injure him. 
He drew in his breath, unclasped his finc^ers, 
and in a moment was in his father's arms, over- 
powered, and weeping for joy at his wonderful 
escape. 

Now, notice, little friend, that Charles first 

d2 
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felt his hopeless situation. He could not escape 
any other way save by the window. He could 
not see his father, but he heard his voice. In 
the second place, he thought with his mind that 
his father was strong, and able to catch him. 
And thirdly, he believed, or trusted, with his 
heart, that his father would save him, and then 
dropped, trembling into his arms. 

So, when we feel that we are sinners, there is 
only one way to escape the punishment. "We 
cannot save ourselves. We do not see Jesus, 
but we hear His voice in th^ Bible, and know 
He is here. "We believe His word, we fear no 
longer; Jesus will not deceive us, and we fall 
into His arms. 

A CHILD'S FAITH. 

JjS( the Highlands of Scotland there is a 
mountain gorge, twenty feet in width and two 
hundred feet in depth. Its perpendicular walls 
are bare of vegetation, save in their crevices, in 
which grow numerous wild flowers of rare 
beauty. Desirous of obtaining specimens of 
these mountain beauties, some scientific tourist 
once offered a Highland boy a handsome gift if 
he would consent to be lowered down by a rope, 
and would gather a little basketful of them 
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The boy looked wistfully at the money, for his 
parents were poor; but when he gazed at the 
yawning chasm he shuddered, shrunk back, and 
declined. But filial love was strong within him, 
and afber another glance at the gifts and ^t the 
terrible fissure, his heart grew strong, his eyes 
flashed, and he said — " 111 go, if my father will 
hold the rope!*' And then, with unshrinking 
nerves, cheek unblanched, and heart firmly 
strong, he suffered his father to put the rope 
about him, and to lower him into the wild abyss, 
and to suspend him there while he filled his 
little basket with the coveted flowers. It was a 
daring deed, but his faith in the strength of his 
father's arm, and the love of his father's heart, 
gave him courage to perform it. 

THE FAITH OF A LITTLE GIRL. 

"Childeen," says Cecil, "are capable of 
very early impressions. I imprinted on my 
daughter the idea of faith at a very early age. 
She was playing one day with a few beads, 
which seemed wonderfully to delight her. Her 
whole soul was absorbed in her beads. I said, 
*My dear, you have some pretty beads there.' 
*Tes, papa.' — *And you seem vastly pleased 
with them. Well, now, throw them behind 
the fire.' The tears started into ker «^^'«^\ ^^ 
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looked earnestly at me, as if slie ought to have 
a reason for so cruel a sacrifice. '"Well, my 
dear, do as you please ; but you know I never 
told you to do anything which I did not thinlc 
would be for your good. She looked at me a 
few moments longer, and then summoning up 
all her fortitude, her breast heaving with the 
effort, she dashed them into the fire. * Well,' 
said I, * there let them lie ; you shall hear more 
about them another time; but say no more of 
them now.' Some days after, I bought her a 
box full of larger beads, and toys of the same 
kind. When I returned home, I opened the 
treasure, and set it before her : she burst into 
tears with excessive joy. * These, my child,' 
said I, *are yours, because you believed me 
when I told you to throw those paltry beads 
behind the fire ; your obedience has brought 
you this treasure. But now, my dear, remember 
as long as you live, what Paith is. I did all 
this to teach you the meaning of faith. Tou 
threw your beads away when I bade you, 
because you had faith in me, that I never ad- 
vised you but for your good. Put the same 
confidence in God ; believe everything that He 
says in His word. Whether you imderstand it 
or not, have faith in Him that He means your 
good.' " 
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THE CHILD'S EEMEMBEANCE. 

A LITTLE daughter, ten years old, lay on her 
death-bed. It was hard to part with the pet of 
the family; the golden hair, the loving blue 
eyes, the bird-like voice, the truthful, affectionate 
child ! How could she be given up ? ' Between 
this child and her father there had always existed, 
not a relationship merely, but the love of con- 
genial natures. He fell on his knees by his 
darling's bedside, and wept bitter tears. He 
strove to say — but could not — "Thy will be 
done!" It was a conflict between grace and 
nature, such as he hadr never before experienced. 
His sobs disturbed the child, who had been 
lying apparently unconscious. She opened her 
eyes, and looked distressed. 

" Papa, dear papa," she said at length. 

""What, my darling?" answered her father, 
striving for composure. 

" Papa," she asked, in faint, broken tones, 
" how much — do I cost you — every year ? " 

" Hush, dear ; be quiet," he replied, in great 
agitation, for he feared delirium was coming on. 

"But please — ^papa — ^how much do I cost 
you ? " 

To soothe her, he replied, though with & 
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sliaking voice, "Well, dearest, perhaps two 
hundred dollars. What then, darling ?" 

"Because, papa, I thought — ^maybe — ^you 
would lay it out this year — in Bibles — for poor 
children— to remember me by." 

A beam of heavenly joy glanced in the father's 
heart ; the joy of one noble, loving spirit, mingled 
with its Kke. Self was forgotten — the sorrow 
of parting, the lonely future. Nought remained 
but the mission of love, and a thrill of gratitude 
that in it he and his beloved were co-workers. 
. "I will, my precious child," he replied, kissing 
her brow with solemn tenderness. 

" Yes," he added, after a pause, " I will do it 
every year, as long as I live. And thus my 
Lilian shall yet speak, and draw hundreds and 
thousands after her to heaven." 

OLD C^SAE. 

Some years since, before the emancipation of 
the negroes upon the island of Jamaica, a good 
missionary, who had for years devoted himself to 
the spiritual welfare of the blacks, was wakened 
from sleep, some time after midnight, by a loud 
knocking. Not imaccustomed to such alarms, 
he looked out, and saw dimly in the darkness, 
what seemed the figure of a man with a large 
burden upon his back. 
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" Who's there ? " he asked. 

" Oh, beg pardon, massa, it's only me." 

" Who's me ? " 

" Old Cffiear, massa." 

" Well, Cffisar, come in What doyouwantf" 




Cnoar came caatiously just inside the doca, 
and laying his burden very tenderly upon the 
floor, he said, — 

" You see, maasa, I'ye brought my old woman 
'long. She's a'most done for, X'm afeard. 
Maasa Jim was very angry, and he had her 
whipped till he got tiied, and the man ^Qt^uR& 
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too, but sbe don't get her senses yet, and she 
can't walk. Oh, massa, de good Lord have 
mercy on ns ! ef He don't, I don' know who 
will." And CfiBsar wiped the great drops from 
his face with his sleeve, as he fell on his knees. 

" I'm very sorry, CsBsar ; what can I do for 
you ? " 

" She won't want much, massa, I'm thinkin', 
but if you could pray for us, massa, 'pears like 
it would rest me here," and he put his hand 
significantly on his heart. 

" And what shall I pray for ? " 

Christian reader, you of proud Saxon blood, 
what would you have said ? Three weary miles 
had this poor slave walked, to the only earthly 
comforter he knew, bearing the unconscious, 
lacerated form of one who was all the world to 
him. In like circumstances, would not your 
indignant spirit have prompted, even if your lips 
had not dared utter, a prayer for revenge ? 

Learn a lesson, then, in the light afflictions 
under which you sometimes rebel, from the 
crushed heart of the poor creature whose 
agonized feelings only answered, 

*^ Fray de Lord gib us grace to bear it, massa!" 
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A GOOD EECOMMENDATION. 

" Sib, please, don't you want a cabin boy ?" 

" I do want a cabin boy, my lad ; but what's 
that to you ? A little chap like you ain*t fit 
for the berth." 

" Oh, sir, I'm real strong. I can do a great 
deal of work, if I ain't so very old." 

" But what are you here for ? You don't look 
like a city boy. Run away from home, eh ?" 

" Oh, no, indeed, sir ; my father is dead, and 
my mother is very poor, and I want to do 
something to help her. She let me come." 

""Well, sonny, where are your letters of re- 
commendation? Can't take any boy without 
those." 

Here was a damper. Willie had never thought 
of its being necessary to have letters from his 
minister, or his teacher, or from some proper 
person, to prove to strangers that he waa an 
honest good boy. Now, what should he do? 
He stood in deep thought, the captain mean- 
while curiously watching the workings of his 
expressive face. 

At length he put his hand into his bosom, 
and drew out his little Bible, and without one 
word put it into the captain's hand. The 
captain opened at the title-page and read, — 

B 
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" Willie Ghratam, presented as a reward for 
regular and punctual attendance at Sabbath 
School, and for his blameless conduct there and 
elsewhere. From his Sunday School Teacher." 

Capt. McLoud was not a pious man, but could 
not consider the case before him with a heart 
unmoved. The little fatherless child, standing 
humbly before him, referring him to the testi- 
mony of his Sunday School teacher, as it was 
given in his little Bible, touched a tender spot 
in the breast of the noble seaman, and clapping 
Willie heartily on the shoulder, he said : " You 
are the boy for m6 ; and if you are as good a 
lad as I think you are, your pockets shan't be 
empty when you go back to your mother." 

"EESIST NOT EVIL." 

Most people, and I am «orry to say it, a great 
many who call themselves Christians, say this 
course is not consistent with personal safety. 
But how do such facts as the following put to 
the blush the timidity and sinful fear of these 
professed disciples of the Prince of Peace. 

When Capt. Back went to the Polar regions, 
in search of Sir J. Boss, he fell in with a band 
of Esquimaux, who had never before seen a 
white man. The chief raised his spear to hurl 
it at the stranger's head ; but when Capt. Back 
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approached calmly and unarmed, the spear 
dropped, and the rude savage gladly welcomed 
the brother man who had trusted in him. Had 
Capt. Back adopted the usual maxim, that it is 
necessary to carry arms in such emergencies, 
h^ would probably have occasioned his own 
death, and that of his companions. 

Eaymond, in his travels,, says : — " The assassin 
has been my guide in the defiles of Italy — ^the 
smuggler of the Pyrenees has received me with 
welcome in his secret paths. Armed, I should 
have been the enemy of both ; unarmed, they 
have alike respected me. Iif such expectation, 
I have long since laid aside aU menacing appa- 
ratus whatever. Arms may indeed be employed 
against wild beasts; but men should never forget 
that they are no defence against a traitor. They 
may irritate the wicked, and intimidate the 
simple. The man of peace has a more sacred 
defence — ^his character." 

THE CHILD THAT HAD NO SOFL. 

It is related of a Scotch minister, that on 
a certain occasion he called on one of his 
parishioners, and the family were called together 
to be catechized. When they had assembled 
the minister asked, " Are these all P" 

The reply was, " Yes." 
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Proceeding with his duty, he saw out of the 
door a little boy, and asked, " Who is that ?" 

The answer was, "O that is little idiot 
WiUie." 

He said, "Let him come in.'* He was 
called, and entered the room. 

The minister said to him, "Well, Willie, 
have you got a soul ? " 

" No, me got no soul." 

"What!" said the minister, "do you not 
love your parents; and do you not think of 
Q-od sometimes ? " 

" Tes, but me got no soul. Me had a soul, 
but it was so bad, me went and gave it up to 
Gtod ; and now me got no soul." 

A LITTLE GIEL'S TALK WITH GOD. 

A LITTLE girl of five years was left at home 
by her mother one evening, in the care of a 
servant. When she returned, being informed 
that her daughter had not behaved well during 
her absence, she took her upon her knee, and 
after gently reproving her, observed that the 
child began to talk in a tone too low however 
to be understood. After some time she asked 
the little girl what she was talking about, but 
she refused at the time to tell her. The next 
evening, when she was again on her mother's 
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knee, after haying said her little prayer, as it 
was her custom to do every night before going 
to bed, she looked up into her mother's face, 
and said, — 

" Mamma, have I been good to-day ? " 
" Tes," replied the. mother, " I think you 
have been quite a good child to-day." 

Said the little girl : " I had a talk with God 
last night, and I told Him I wanted to be good 
to-day, and I asked Him if He would not help 
me, and He has -helped me all day." 

A LESSON ON EICHES. 

A LITTLE boy sat by his mother. He looked 
long in the £b*e, and was silent. Then, as the 
deep thought passed away, his eyes brightened, 
and he spoke. 

" Mother, I want to be rich." 
" Why do you want to be rich, my son ? " 
And the child said, "Every one praises the 
rich ; every one asks after the rich. The stranger 
at our table yesterday asked who was the richest - 
man in our village ? At school there is a boy 
who does not like to learn. He cannot say his 
lessons well. Sometimes he speaks bad words. 
But the other children do not blame him, for 
they say he is a wealthy boy." 

Then the mother saw that the child wea vol 

tl2 
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danger of thinking that wealth might take the 
place of goodness, and be an excuse for indolence, 
or cause them to be held in honour who led 
unworthy lives. So she asked him — 
"What is it to be rich?" 
He answered, " I do not know. Tell me how 
to become rich, that all may ask after me, and 
praise me.'* 

" To become rich is to get money. For this 
you must wait until you become a man." 

The boy looked sorrowftil, and said, " Is there 
no other way of becoming rich, that I may begin 
now?" 

She answered, " The gain of money is not the 
true wealth. Eires may bum it, the winds sweep 
it away, the moth may eat, the rust waste it, 
or the robber may make it his prey. Men are 
worried with the toil of getting it, but they 
leave it behind them at last. They die, and 
carry nothing with them. The soul of the 
richest prince of the earth goeth forth like that 
of the wayside beggar, without a garment. 
Those who possess it are always praised by men, 
but they do not receive the praise of Q-od." 

" Then," said the boy, " may I begin to gather 
this kind of riches ; or musfl wait until I am a 
man?" 

The mother laid her hand upon his little 
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head, and said, " To-day, if you will hear His 
voice; for He hath promised that those who 
seek early shall find." 

And the child said, " Teach me how I may 
become rich before Grod." 

Then she looked tenderly on him, and said, 
" Kneel down every night and morning, and ask 
that yoji may love the dear Saviour, and trust in 
Him. Obey His word, and strive all the days 
of your life to do good to all. So, though you 
may be poor in the world, you shall be rich in 
faith, and an heir of the kingdom of heaven." 

HONOUE TOTJE PAEENTS. 

I KNEW a little boy at school, whose father 
was dead. He was one day writing this copy 
in his book, " Honour thy father and mother." 
He wrote a few lines, and then laid down his 
pen, and began to weep. He began again, and 
wrote a few Hues more ; but his memory was at 
work, recalling to his mind the happy days he 
had passed with his dear father, and he wept 
anew. He could not go on, but sobbed aloud. 
" What is the matter, my boy ? " said his teacher. 

" Oh, Mr. , I cannot write this copy ; my 

father is dead. Please give me another page, 
and cut this leaf out. I cannot write it." 

Child, do you honour your parents? 
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A KEW CEEATUEE. 

A Scotch girl was converted under the 
preaclung of Whitefield. When asked if her 
heart was changed, her true and beautiful 
answer was — "Something I know is changed; 
it may be the world, it may be my heart ; there 
is a great change somewhere, I'm sure; for 
everything is different from what it once was.'* 
A very apt commentary on that passage (2 
Cor. V. 17), " Therefore if any man be in Christ, 
he is a new creature: old things are passed 
away ; behold, all thiags are become new." 

" How wonderfully," says an ancient writer, 
" does the new-bom soul differ from his former 
self? He liveth a new life, he walketh in a new 
way. His principle is new; his practices are 
new; his projects are new; all is new. He 
ravels out all he had wove before, and employeth 
himself wholly about another work." 
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OUE LITTLE JOHNKT. 
Little Joaswr was a sweet pretty boy, 
His father's delight, and hie mother's own joy ; 
He prattled and sung all through the long day, 
For he was ao happy, contented, and gay. 

How gladly he went each morning to school, 
Eor he would not be called a dunce or a fool ; 




And as he grew up, so learned was he. 

That many folks called our Johnny to see. 

And when Johnny grew a man fine and tall, 
His goodness and praise were spoken by all ; 
"Wherever he went, a welcome had he. 
So honoured and loved our Johnny would be. 
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At college our Johnny got many a prize, 
A companion was he of the good and the wise ; 
At length the glad tidings our ears did reach, 
That Johnny had now been called to preach. 

How noble his calling, his office how great, 
To lead ruined souls to the true mercy seat ; 
O may he long live, and useful long be, 
And may all my young readers be happy as he. 



THE SABBATH BELL. 

BY BET. E. H. TSrETTN, 

The Sabbath Bell ! The Sabbath Bell ! 
I love it well. 
Its ding, dong, dell ; 

With the morning dawn I love to hear 

Its deep, mellow tones, so firesh and clear ; 

And when the rich, golden sun has set, 

I delight to hear its music yet. 

The Sabbath Bell ! The Sabbath Bell ! 
I love it well. 
Its ding, dong, dell ; 
It summons me to the house of prayer. 
It tells of the sweet communion there. 
Of the songs of praise that gladly rise. 
Of the hopes that reach beyond the skies. 
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The Sabbath Bell ! The Sabbath Bell ! 

I love it well, 

Its ding, dong, dell ; 
It makes the young hearts leap and sing 
With the sound of its soft and pleasant ring, 
Por when it falls on their listening ear, 
They know that the Sabbath School is near. 

The Sabbath Bell ! The Sabbath Bell ! 

I love it well, 

Its ding, dong, dell ; 
It calls the weary and worn to rest, 
And calms the thoughts of the troubled breast ; 
With its stirring peals that float abroad, 
It prompts the careless to think of Gtod. 

The Sabbath Bell ! The Sabbath Bell ! 

I love it well, 

Its ding, dong, dell ; 
May it swing and ring tiU everywhere 
Its jubilant music fills the air. 
And the Earth, now wrapt in gloomy night, 
Be crowned with the Sabbath's holy light. 

THE SABBATH DAT. 

The Sabbath day, the Sabbath day. 
When Christians meet to praise and pray, — 
The day when men from toil should rest, 
The day the chiefest and the best. 
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The Sabbath day, the Sabbath day, 
The Sabbath bells cry, come away — 
'Tis holy day, ascend and join 
In worship solemn and divine. 

The Sabbath day, the Sabbath day, 
Then worldly things put quite away, 
And on devotion's holy wings, 
Arise liid praise the King of kings. 

The Christian Sabbath, glorious day, 
Por Christ is risen, angels say ; 
And now saints rest within the tomb. 
Till Christ shall call his followers home. 

The Sabbath day, the Sabbath day, 
How swiftly weeks do pass away ; 
The last to us will soon be given — 
Then may the rest be spent in heaven. 

The Sabbath day, that never ends. 
Shall be the bliss of Jesus' friends ; 
Eor He's the sun of that blest d^y, 
Whose glories never pass away.* 



TH£ GIBL IN U£B CLOSET. 




THE GIBL m HEB CLOSET. 

LuTO her chamber went 

A little maid, one day. 

And hy a chair she knelt, 

And tfauB began to pray : 

" Jesue, my eyes I close — 

Thy form I cannot see ; 

If thou art near me, Lord, 

I pray thee, apeak to me." 
. Btill, small Toioe she heard within her soul, 
What is it, chUd P I hear thee -, teU-Tiv^ ^&" 
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" I pray thee, Lord," she said, 

" That thou wilt condescend 

To tarry in my heart, 

And ever be my friend. 

The path of life is dark — 

I would not go astray ; 

Oh, let me have thy hand 

To lead me in the way." 
" Fear not — ^I will not leave thee, child, alone" — 
She thought she felt a sofb hand press her own. 

" They tell me. Lord, that all 

The living pass away — 

The aged soon must die. 

And even children may. 

Oh, let my parents live, 

Till I a woman grow ; 

Eor if they die, what can 

A little orphan do ?" 
" Fear not, my child, — whatever ills may come, 
I'll not forsake thee till I bring thee home." 

Her little prayer was said. 
And from her chamber, now. 
She went forth with the light 
Of heaven upon her brow. 
" Mother, IVe seen the Lord, 
His hand in mine I felt. 
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And oh, I heard Him say, 

As by my chair I knelt, 
* Fear not, my child, — whatever ills may come, 
I'll not forsake thee till I bring thee home.' " 



«AKD THEN?" 

A YOTTTH told proudly his hopes and pktns, 
With his own strong hand all his future drew, 

To the calm old man, earth-tired, heaven-bound, 
Who answered, from all his great heart knew, 
Only these words, " And then P" 

With a steady foot and willing hand 
I will climb to Earth's treasure-hold. 

And claim my share of the wealth she hoards 
For her favoured — ^the brave and the bold ; 

"And then P" 

And then, with this wand in my happy hand, 

I'll gather her gems at will ; 
I'll summon each draught of her pleasure fount. 

Till it fail, or my goblet I fill ; 

"And then?" 



O then I'll try fame, and I'll coax till I win 
From the noble old laurel a wre&tk^ 
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This I'll cherish and keep, *tis old Earth's 
choicest gift, 
And its life-dew her balmiest breath ; 

"And then?" 

I'll be kindly, and share of my wealth and my joy, 
So I'll bind many souls to my own ; 

Eor I'd sooner be Prince of a dozen warm hearts 
Than be monarch of many a throne ! 

"And then?" 

"Why then I'll be getting to staid middle age, 
And the world will be Eden no more ; 

But I'll choose me an Eve, and build me a home. 
And be found at my own open door ; 

"And then?" 

Then, then I'll grow old of a quiet old age, 
In the midst of my pleasure and peace. 

So muffled in treasure, and comfort, and love. 
That to my ear Earth* s discords shall cease ; 

"And then?" 

I'll grow older, and then, I suppose, 
Life and I will grow weary — and — ^why, 

As my fathers have done, as my children must do, 
So I in my ripeness shall — die, 

"Andth^?" 
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TEEEEE'S WORK ENOUGH TO DO. 

The black-bird early leaves its rest 

To meet the smiling mom, 
And gather fragments for its nest 

From upland, wood, and lawn ; 
The busy bee that wings its way • 

'Mid seats of varied hue. 
And every flower would seem to say — 

" There's work enough to do." 

The cowslip and the spreading vine, 

The daisy in the grass, 
The snowdrop and the eglantine, 

Preach sermons as we pass ; 
The ant, within its cavern deep. 

Would bid us labour too. 
And writes upon his tiny heap — 

" There's work enough to do." 

The planets, at their Maker's will, 
• Move onward in their cars, 
For nature's wheel is never still — 

Progressive as the stars ! 
The leaves that flutter in the air. 

And Summer's breezes woo, 
One solemn tnrth to man declare — 

" There's work enough to do." 

T 2 
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Who, then, can sleep, when all around 

Is active, fresh, and free ? 
Shall man — creation's lord — ^be found 

Less busy than the bee ? 
Our courts and alleys are the field, 

If men would search them through, 
That best the sweets of labour yield, 

And " work enough to do." 

To have a heart for those who weep. 

The sottish drunkard win ; 
To rescue all the children, deep 

In ignorance and sin ; 
To help the poor, the hungry feed, 

To give him coat and shoe ; 
To see that all can write and read — 

" Is work enough to do." 

The time is short — ^the world is "vride, 

And much has to be done ; 
The wondrous earth, and all its pride, 

Will vanish with the sun ; 
The moments fly on lightnings' wings, 

And life's uncertain, too ; 
We've none to waste on foolish things- 

" There's work enough to do." 
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NONE BUT JESIJS. 

None but Jesus ! Every light 
Fades before the gloom of night, 
But this one bright star alone 
Q-uiding ever to the throne ! 
Other joys, and loves, and friends 
Change before the life-tide ends ; 
But the Saviour cannot die : 
None but Christ can satisfy ! 

None but Jesus, 'mid the rush 
Of the world's vdld whirl and crush 
He alone can still the heart, 
When the throbs of anguish start ; 
He alone can stay the fear 
When the trial hovereth near ; 
He alone can succour give : 
None but Jesus while we live. 

None but Jesus can supply 
Grace to live and grace to die ; 
None but he prepare for heaven, 
He alone Hfe'^s crown has given. 
When the waves of conscience roll 
O'er the startled, guilty soul, 
None but Jesur precious blood 
Can obtain us peace wittv QfO^. 
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None but Jesus, wlien the breatli 
Stops before the hand of death ; 
Through the darkness dense and deep, 
Oh, may Jesus near us keep. 
- None but Jesus in the land, 
Where the white-robed ransomed stand ; 
May our place with them be given ! 
None but Christ to praise in heaven. 

IMITATION. 

Imitate the good and wise, . 
Those exalted 'bove the skies. 
Bom of royal, heavenly birth. 
Those who lived and toiled 6n earth. 

Imitate the truly kind. 
Seek the Saviour's generous mind. 
Be not selfish, live for others, 
Treat the poorest as your brothers. 

Ask that God may give you grace. 
To fill up some useful place. 
As a light go forth and shine, 
With radiance heavenly and divine. 

Be a friend to those in need, 
Seek that slaves may all be freed, 
Try the fallen ones to raise, 
Speak of Christ's unbounded grace. 



GOOD HIBHT. 

Ever be the fiieud of peace, 
Fray that horrid wars may ceaee, 
May God's will on earth be done, 
Ab by those around the throne. 

Ha.j Christ's mind be form'd in you, 
Ever faithfiil be, and true, 
That when you this life lay down, 
Ton may wear the heavenly crown." 




GOOD NIGHT. 
Good hibht is but a little word, 

Tet beautiful, though brief. 
And falls upon the gentle heart 

Like dew upon the leaf — 
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A verdant olive-branch of peace 

Upon our pillows prest, 
Shedding its graceful fragrance round 

Before we sink to rest. 

A kindly wish that each may dweD 

In undisturbed repose, 
Until the mom her robe of light 

Bound every sleeper throws. 

Then scorn not thou this little word 

Of peace ^nd amity'; 
It is a link in Love's bright chain, 

How small soe'er it be. 

THE CHILD'S PEAYEE. 

" Q-OD bless dear papa," my little girl said. 
As at nightfall she knelt by her own little bed ; 
" Dear papa, who works for me all the long day, 
And never seems weary of toiling for May. 
God bless dear mamma, for all her fond care. 
For the love and the patience which never 

despair ; 
Oh, I often have grieved her, forgive me, I pray. 
And help me with love her kind thoughts to 

repay. 

" God bless brother Willie, the dear little pet, 
He's the loveliest baby I have ever seen yet i 



THB child's pbaysb. 59 

"With eyes of sky-blue, and such soft, curly hair. 
And such sweet, sunny smiles, an angel might 

wear. 
' God bless him, my dear little brother, I pray. 
And make him a blessing and comfort alway ; 
Help me to be kind to my little brother, 
O l^ou who hast told us to ' love one another.' 

*' G-od bless dear grandmamma, now she is old, 
For her love for us children will never grow 

cold; , 

And I know she remembers us, ever each day. 
As she kneels in her closet for loved ones to 

pray. 
And grandpapa too, who's so kind to me, 
And tells me sweet stories as I sit on his knee ; 
God bless them with love more precious than 

gold, 
And gather us all at last safe in his fold." 

And then her voice faltered, and the tenderness 

crept 
Up under her eyelids, till softly she wept ; 
** My dear little Minnie, so sweet and so fair ; 
She's gone. to the angels; — ^there's no sorrow 

there ; 
God bless us, and keep us &om evil each day. 
And make us all love him, and do right alway ; 
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And take us all some day (we're all only 

seven), 
To see little Minnie, who is safe up in heav'n!" 

BABY'S SHOES. 

W. C. BEira^ETT. 

THOSE little, those little blue shoes ! 
Those shoes that no little feet use ! 

O the price were high 

That those shoe^ would buy, 
Those little blue unused shoes ! 

For they hold the small shape of feet 
That no more their mother's eyes meet, 

That, by God's good will. 

Tears since grew still. 
And ceased &om their totter so sweet ! 

And oh, since that baby slept, 

So hushed ! how the mother has kept, 

With a tearful pleasure. 

That little dear treasure, 
And o'er them thought and wept I 

For they mind her for evermore 
Of a patter along the floor. 

And blue eyes she sees 

Look up from her knees. 
With the look that in life they wore. 
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As they lie before her there, 
There babbles from chair to chair, 

A little sweet face, 

That's a gleam in the place. 
With its little gold curls of hair. 

Then wonder not that her heart 
From all else would rather part 

Than those tiny blue shoes 

That no little feet use, 
And whose sight makes such fond tears start. 



FATHEE, WHAT WOULD YOU HAVE 

ME BE? 

I WOULD have you wise, my dear, 

Nor foolishly inclined. 
For wisdom is a peerless gem, 

The glory of the mind. 

I would have you good, my dear, 
And saved from vicious ways. 

For goodness is the crown of life, 
And glory of our days. 

I would have you kept, my dear, 

From paths of sin and woe, 
Adorned with truest piety, 

Through all your youthful days. 
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I would have you useful, dear ; 

To all around a joy ; 
That, for the good of fellow-men, 

You would your powers employ. 

A Christian I would have you, dear, 

Adorned with every grace, 
Beloved of men, and showing forth 

The Saviour's holy praise. 

I ask not for you worldly wealth, 

Nor dignity or fame ; 
But may you be a child of God, 

In heart, and life, and name. 

And when this flitting life is past. 

And earthly scenes are o'er, 
May you and I, with kindred dear, 

All meet on Canaan's shore. 

But, father, tell me how all this 

May be attained by me, 
For I do find my heart so full 

Of sin and vanity; 

Well, Christ, my dear, can take your heart, 

And make it pure and good ; 
He is the way by which we come 

To holiness and God. 



WHA.T I WOITLD irOT BI. 

Then Jesiu, Saviour, hear my prayer, 

O bid me follow tbee, 
And give me of thy heavenly grace, 

And make me all like thee.* 



WHAT I WOULD NOT BE. 
I worLD not be idle while others toil. 

But truly induetrious would be ; 
For labour is noble, and makes people cheerful. 

And the worker is merry and free. 
I would not with swearing defile my tongue, 

For swearing is loathsome and vile ; 
Nor would I e'er be suspected of lying, 

But be truthful and &ee from aU guile. 
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I would not be proud nor ever high-minded, 

For God all the proud will abase ; 
But clothe me, O God, with pure, lowly vestments, 

To show forth thy glorious praise. 

I would not thoughtless and pray^rless be, 
But have daily communings with heaven ; 

For every moment fresh blessings I need, 
And sins which must all be forgiven. 

I would not at last undecided be foimd, 
But a follower of Jesus, my Lord ; 

Possessing the mind and spirit of him, 
In all things conformed to his word. 

O let me not be with the unsaved cast out. 
Deprived of the crowns that are given ; 

But may I be found with the shining pure ones, 
And raised to the glories of heaven. • 

GOOD COUNSELS. 

Eesfect yourself, and don't do what would 
disgrace you. 

Eeverence your parents, and ever show your 
love and obedience. 

Venerate divine things ; — as God's word. His 
holy day, BUs house, and BUs worship. 

Be kind and courteous to those most poor 
and lowly in life. 
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Be modest in the presence of both equals and 
superiors. 

Be watchful, so as not to be ensnared with 
evil men, or evil customs. 

Be circumspect, rigidly honest, unvaryingly 
truthAil, and conscientiously upright. 

Be transparent, the life reflecting the emotions 
of the heart. 

Be decided ; let goodness be Good's yoke on 
your neck, and magnanimously bear it. 

Be progressive in all your mental, moral, and 
spiritual pursuits. 

Be FEBFECT, — so says the word of God ; that 
is, sincere and faithful, making G-od your copy, 
and following Him as dear children. 

POWEE OF A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

A WBiTBB describes a visit to the penitentiary 
at Philadelphia, and gives the following sketch 
of an interview between Mr. Scattergood, the 
humane warden of the prison, and a young man 
who was about to enter on his imprisonment. 

"We passed the ante-room again, when we 
encountered a new comer, who had just reached 
the prison as we entered. He had been sent 
up for five years on a charge of embezzlement. 

He was attired in the latest style of fashion, 

G 2 
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possessed all the nonchalance and careless 
sarance of a genteel rowdy. He twirled a 
ch-chain, looking particularly knowing at a 

iple of young ladies who chanced to be 

3Bent, and seemed utterly indifferent about 

mself or the predicament he was in. The 

arden read his commitment, and addressed 
im with — 

" Charles, I am sorry to see thee here." 

" It can't be helped, old fellow." 

" What is thy age, Charles ?" 

" Twenty-three." 

« A Philadelphian ?" 

" Well kinder, and kinder not." 

** Thee has disgraced thyself sadly." 

" Well, I ain't troubled, old stick." 

" Thee looks not like a rogue." 

" Matter of opinion." 

" Thee was well situated ?" 

"Yes, well enough." 

" In good employ ?" 

" WeU, so-so." 

" And thee has parents ?" 

" Yes." 

" Perhaps thee has a mother, Charles ?" 

The convict had been standing during this 
brief dialogue perfectly unconcerned and reck- 
less, until the last interrogatory was put by 
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the warden. Had a thunderbolt struck him, he 
could not have fallen more suddenly than he 
did when the name of "mother" fell on his 
ears ! He sank into a chair — a torrent of tears 
gushed from his eyes — ^the very fountains of his 
heart seemed to have burst on the instant. He 
recovered partially, and said imploringly to the 
warden — 

"Don't you, sir, for G-od's sake, don't call 
her by name in this dreadful place. Do what 
you may with me, but don't mention that name 
to me !" 

There were tears in eyes besides the prisoner's, 
and an aching silence pervaded the group which 
Burroimded the convict. 

THE HAPPY MEETINQ. 

Some years ago, a pious widow in America, 
who was reduced to great poverty, had just 
placed the last smoked herring on her table, to 
supply her hunger and that of her children, 
when a rap wa» heard at the door, and a stranger 
solicited a lodging and a morsel of food, saying 
that he had not tasted bread for twenty-four 
hours. The widow did not hesitate, but offered 
a share to the stranger, saying, "We shall not be 
forsaken, or suffer deeper for an act of charity." 

The traveller drew near to the table; but 
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whea he eaw the Bcanty fare, filled with 
astonishment he said, "^d is thia all your 
store F And do yon ofier a ebare to one you do 
not know ? Then I never saw charity before ! 
But, madam, do you not wrong your childien by 
giving a part of your laat moreel to a atranger ?" 
" Ah," Baid the widow, weeping, " I have a ^x>y, 
a darling son, somewhere on the iace of the wide 
world, unless Heaven has taken him away; and 
I only act towards you as I would that othen 
should act towards him. Glod, who sent muina 
from heaven, can provide for ua aa he did for 
Israel ; and how should I this night offend him, 
if my son should be a wanderer, destitute ae you, 
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and He should have provided for him a homoi 
even as poor as this, were I to turn you unre- 
lieved away ! " 

The widow stopped, and the stranger, spring- 
ing from his seat, clasped her in his arms; 
'^ G-od, indeed, has provided just such a home 
for your wandering son, and has given him 
wealth to reward the goodness of his benefac- 
tress. My mother ! O my mother !" 

It was indeed her long lost son, returned from 
India. He had chosen this way to surprise his 
family, and never was surprise more complete or 
more joyful. He was able to make the family 
comfortable, which he immediately did; the 
mother living for some years longer in the 
enjoyment of plenty. What a freight of joy 
did that ship contain, which restored to the 
widow her beloved and affectionate son ! 

A GOOD REPLY. 

Sabbath school children have clear concep- 
tions of duty, and one is often surprised at their 
penetration, and their promptness in answering 
knotty questions. Piety might take root in 
their tender hearts at an earlier age than is 
customary, if parents and teachers had faith to 
expect it. A minister could not answer the 
following questions better than the little ones : 
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A Sabbath scbool teacber instructing bis class 
on tbat portion of the Lord's prayer, " Tby will 
be done on earth as in heaven," said to them, 
" Ton have told me, my dear children, what is 
to be done — ^the will of God ; and where it is to 
be done — on earth ; and how it is to be done-^ 
as it is done in heaven. How do you think the 
angels and the happy spirits do the will of Gtod 
in heaven, as they are to be our pattern ?"' 

The first child replied, "They do it imme- 
diately ;" the second, " They do it diligently ;" 
the third, "They do it always;" the fourth, 
"They do it with all their heart; the fifth, 
" They do it altogether." 

Here a pause ensued, and no child appeared 
to have an answer ; but after some time a little 
girl arose, and said, "Why, sir, they do it 
without ashing any questions,''^ 

THE CHILD'S GOSPEL. 

A VEET little girl had been early taken to the 
sanctuary, and taught to behave reverently there. 
She was told that public worship had been ap- 
pointed by God, and that she must attend 
seriously to its several parts, till she should bo 
able to comprehend them. So she would fix 
her eyes attentively on the preacher, and listen 
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to all he said, though able to understand but 
little. 

But once a smile of joy was observed to pass 
over her expressive face. Her eyes grew bright, 
and her red lips parted as if to speak. She had 
been repaid for her listening. In the midst of 
his discourse, the minister had repeated the 
Saviour's invitation, "Suffer little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them not." 

She had learned this passage by heart in her 
lisping infancy ; but in the voL of the minister, 
whom she revered, it came to her with a force 
and beauty unknown before. 

Hastening home to her mother, who had been 
detained by indisposition from the public ser- 
vices of the Sabbath, she threw her arms around 
her neck, exclaiming, with great animation, " O 
mother, dear mother, I have heard to-day the 
child's gospel !" 

AETLESS SIMPLICITY. 

One of the sweetest incidents which we have 
noticed for many a day — and one ,which shows 
the effect of early training, assisted by a simple 
and undefiled imagination, has just f^en .under 
our observation. It is thus related: — ^A lady 
lately visited New York city, and saw one d^y 
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on tbe side walk a ragged, cold, and hungry 
little girl, gazing wishfully at some of the cakes 
in a shop window. She stopped, and taking the 
little one hy the hand, led her into the store. 
Though she was aware that hread might be 
better for the cold child than cake, yet desiring 
to gratify the shivering and foriom one, she 
bought and gave her the cake she wanted. She 
then took her to another place, where she pro- 
cured her a shawl and other articles of comfort. 
The grateful little creature looked the bene- 
volent lady up full in the face, and, with artless 
simplicity, said, "Are you God's wife?" — Did 
the most eloquent speaker ever employ words 
to better advantage ? 

FAITH ILLUSTRATED. 

Could any mature Christian give a truer idea 
of justification by faith than is contained in the 
following reply of a little child : — 

In "Kind "Words for Children," Newcomb 
says: "I remember talking with a very little 
girl, to whom I put the question, " Are you a 
sinnerP" — ^to which she promptly replied, 

" No, sir." 

" But," said I, " have you never done anything 
that was wrong ?" 
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" O yes," slie replied ; " a great many times." 
" How, tben," I asked, " can you say that you 
are not a sinner ?" 

" It is tooken away,^* she replied. 
" Who has taken it away ?" I inquired again. 
She replied, " I have trusted in Christ." 
This was from a very little girl, not five years 
old. Yet, in aU the conversations I have had 
vTith grown people, I never heard a more intel- 
ligent, practical idea of faith in Christ. 

"I'VE GOT OEDEES NOT TO GO." 

"I'yb got orders, positive orders, not to go 
there; orders that I dare not disobeiy," said a 
youth, who was being tempted to a smoking and 
gambling saloon. 

"Come, don't be so womanish — come along 
like a «»a«," shouted the youths. 

" No, I can't break orders," said John. 

"What special orders have tfou got? come, 
show 'em to us, if you can; show us your 
orders." 

John took out a neat wallet from his packet, 
and pulling out a neatly folded paper, "It's 
here," he said, unfolding the paper, and showing 
if to the boys. They looked, and one of them 
read aloud : " Enter not into the path of the 
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wicked, and go not in the way of wicked men. 
Avoid it, pass not by it, turn from it, and pass 
away." 

" Now," said John, " you see my orders for- 
bid me going with you ; they are Q-od's orders, 
and by His help I don't mean to break them." 

POLITENESS AT HOME. 

Always speak with politeness and deference 
to your parents and friends. Some children are 
polite and civil everywhere else, except at home; 
but there they are coarse and rude. Shameful ! 

Nothing sits so gracefully upon children, 
nothing makes them so lovely, as habitual 
respect and dutiful deportment towards their 
friends and ' superiors. It makes the plainest 
face beautiful, and gives * to every common 
action a nameless but peculiar charm. 

" My son, hear the instruction of thy father, 
and forsake not the law of thy mother, for they 
shall be an ornament of grace unto thy head, 
and chains of gold about thy neck. — Fboyebbs 
I. 8, 9. 



THB SLATE AND HIS BNEMY. 




THE SLAVE AND HIS ENEMT. 



A SLATE in one of the West India Islands, who 
had been brought from A&ica, became a Chris- 
tian, and behaved so well, that Mb maater raised 
him to a situation of trust on his estate. He 
once employed him to select twenty slaves in the 
market, with the view of making a purchase. 

While looking at some who were offered, he 
perceived an old broken down slave, and imme- 
diately told hia master that he wished very 
much that he might be one of the number to be 
bought. The maater was much surprised, and 
at first refused ; hut the slave begged so hard 
that his wish might he granted, that the master 
allowed the purchase to be made. 
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The slaves were soon taken to the plantation, 
and the master, with some degree of wonder, 
observed his servant pay the greatest attention 
to the old A&ican. He took him into his home, 
laid him on his own bed, and fed him at his own 
table. When he was cold, he carried him into 
the sunshine, and when he was hot he placed 
him under the shade of the cocoa trees. The 
master supposed that the old man must be some 
relation to his favourite, and asked him if he 
were his father. 

• " Massa," said the poor fellow, " he no my 
fader." 

" Is he then an elder brother ?" 

" No, massa." 

" Perhaps your uncle, or some other relation?" 

" 'No, massa, he no be of my kindred at all, 
not even my friend." 

"Why, then," asked the master, "do you 
treat him so kindly ? " 

"He my enemy, massa," replied the slave; "he 
sold me to the slave dealer : my Bible tells me 
when my enemy hunger, feed him^ when he 
thirst, "give him drink." 
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DTJKE HAMILTON WHEN A CHILD. 

DuzB Hamilton, from a child, was remark- 
ably serious, and took delight in reading his 
Bible. When he was about nine years old, and 
playing about the room, the duchess told Lady 
C. E., a relation, that she said, to him, " Come, 
write me a few verses, and I'll give you a 
crown." He sat down, and took pen and 
paper, and, in a few minutes, produced the 
foUowing lines :— 

As o'er the sea-beat shore I took my way, 

I met an aged man who bid me stay ; 

" Be wise," said he, " and mark the path you go ; v 

This leads to heaven, and that to hell below : 

The way to life is difficult and steep ; 

The broad and easy leads you to the deep." 

THE SEED AND THE PEATEE. 

Mamma, I've often heard you say. 
That Q-od is listening when we pray ; 
And, if I do indeed believe. 
That what I ask I shall receive. 

Why will he not, then, take away 
My naughty, sinful heart to-day. 
And make me humble, meek and mild, 
A quiet and obedient child ? 

h2 
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I ask him every day and night, 
Per a new heart that's clean and white 
You know I have not got it yet — 
He hears my prayer — can he forget ? 

No, darling, Q-od does not forget. 
Although he has not answered yet ; 
And if you'll listen, I will try 
And give you now a reason why. 



n 



I once pulled up a garden weed, 
And in its place I dropped a seed ; 
Because they told me Q-od's great power 
Could change that seed into a flower. 

I was a little child, you know, 
And thought the seed would quickly grow ; 
But days and weeks went slowly round, 
And still it lay deep in the ground. 

At length there came some gentle rain, 
And when the sun shone forth again, 
I hastened to the spot alone. 
Wherein my little seed was sown ; 

And there I saw the softened ground 
Baised in a gently heaving mound, 
And in the middle there was seen 
Two little leaves of brightest green. 
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And day by day, and hour by hour, 
I watched until there came a flower ; 
And thought how good that Q-od must be, 
That gave such pretty flowers to me. 

And now, my dear, your little prayer 
Is like the seed I dropped in there ; 
Q-od gives it in your hand to sow, 
And promises the seed shall grow. 

And if you wait, and watch and pray, 
The seed will spring up day by day, 
And Q-od will bless it like my flower. 
Both with the simshine and the shower ; 

Until at length one morning bright, 
Tou'U find a heart both clean and white. 
And evermore your song will be, 
" How very good Q-od is to me." 

THE SCHOOLBOY AND HIS BIBLE. 

BT MES. LTDIA BAXTEB. 

" Deab father," said a lovely boy, 

"With sweet and pensive look. 
As rising from the nursery floor, 

He closed his favourite book. 
And snugly, 'gainst his little breast, 

With tiny hands the Bible pressed^ — 
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" Say, father, when my body dies, 

And sleeps within the tomb. 
And my freed spirit mounts the sldeB. 

To find with Jesus room, 
Shall I nob there, on that bright shore, 

This sacred volume have once more ?" 

" My child," the father quick replies, 
*' This book Q-od's will declares ; 

It points unto the glorious prize 
Which every victor bears ; 

It tells us how the conquest's won. 

By love to Q-od through Christ his Son. 

" And when the crown of life is given, 

Our warfjM'e is complete. 
And every wish and thought in heaven. 

Unbounded love will meet. 
And like a swelling, mighty flood. 

Exalting rise in praise to God. 

" Eternal pages will unfold 

New beauties every hour ; 
And our immortal eyes behold 

Q-od's wisdom, might, and power, 
E'er shining through the wondrous plan — 

Eedeeming love to fallen man." 

All wrapt in solemn thought, awhile 
The little one did stand, — 
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Then with a Bweet but placid smile 

He raised hia soft white hand, 
And firom his bosom gently took 

His precious treastire, God's own booL 
Then, hardly conscious of his voice, 

He said, — and wiped a tear, — 
" I'd love with angels to rejoice, — 

My Jesus to revere, — 
But can't I sometimes steal away. 

And read how David loved to pray ? " 




THE BIBLE. 
Th£ Bible — ^the Bible! more precious than gold 
Are the hopes aod the glories its pages unfold ; 
It speaks of salvation — and what is far more, 
Its offers are &ee to the rich and the poor. 
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The Bible — ^the Bible ! blessed yolmne of tanth, 
How sweetly it smiles on the season of youth ; 
It bids us seek early the Pearl of great price. 
Ere the heart is enslaved in the bondage of vice. 

The Bible — ^the Bible ! the valleys shall ring, 
And hill-tops re-echo the notes which we sing ; 
Our banners inscribed with its precepts and rules, 
Shall long wave in triumph, the pride of our 
schools. 

THE GOOD CHILD'S WISHES. 

I WANT to be wise, nor ignorant live, 
For life should be clear and bright ; 

It must be a sin for the undying soul 
To dwell in the darkness of night. 

1 want to be good, — I^ean really good, — 
To live in Q-od's service on earth ; 

And can we be happy if ffiven to vice? 
Is not goodness the friend of true mirth ? 

I want to be loved and esteemed by all ; 

But then such esteem must be won 
By regarding the claims that they may demand. 

That the duties of life be well done. 

I should like to excel in the course I adopt, 
And the end of my being sustain, 
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Nor e'er turn aside, but constantly shine, 
A commanding position to gain. 

I should like to be useful, and blessings convey 
To those in life's pathway I meet; 

And to get a true heart of mercy and love, 
I would sit at the Saviour's feet. 

I should like the true Christian in me should 
appear, 

That my life to the Saviour be given, 
That so my probation in this world may end 

In the joys and the glories of heaven.* 

THE BABY. 

Anotheb little wave 

Upon the sea of life : 
Another soul to save. 

Amid the toil and strife. 

Two more little feet 

To walk the dusty road ; 
To choose where two paths meet, 

The narrow and the broad. 

Two more little hands 

To work for good or ill ; 
Two more little eyes. 

Another little will. 
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Another heart to love, 

Eeceiving love again ; 
And so the baby came, 

A thing of joy and pain. 

THE CHILD'S DEEAM. 

" Oh ! I have had a dream, mother, 

So beautiful and strange ; 
Would I could sleep on, mother, 

And the dream never change !" 
" "What hast thou dreamed, my deaj* one ? 

Thy look is bright and wild ; 
Thy mother's ear is ready 

To listen to her child." 

** I dreamed I lay asleep, mother, 

Beneath an orange tree, 
When a white bird came and sang, mother. 

So sweetly fmto me ; 
Though it woke me with its warbling. 

Its notes were soft and low ; 
And it bade me rise and follow. 

Wherever it might go. 

" It led me on and on, mother. 

Through groves and realms of light. 
Until it came to oifE, mother. 
Which dazzled — 'twas so bright 
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As tremblingly I entered, 

An angel form drew near, 
And bid me welcome thither, 

Nor pain nor sorrow fear. 

" I knew noti aught there, mother, 

I only FELT 'twas bliss. 
And joined that white bird's song, mother : 

Oh ! canst thou read me this ? " 
" Yes, dea(rest, to thy mother 

Such happiness is given— 
The Holy Spirit was that bird ; 

That grove of light was heaven ! " 

HoWITT'S JoiTElSrAL. 

LIKE A LITTLE CHILD. 

PBOM THE GEBMAir OF TEBSTEEGEB. 

A TBUSTFiTL little child, that loves, 
And leaves all to his Father's care. 

That all his Father's deeds approves, 
Nor once to grieve or murmur dare : 

Such, Saviour, let me ever be — 

Such my relation unto thee. 

Make me a gentle little child, 
■ Who knows but one on earth to love, 
And who amid the deserts wild. 

Dare not without his Father move, 

I 
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But clasping close the outstretched hand, 
Treads firmly on the shifting sand. 

Oh ! tend me as a wearied child, 
And let me lie upon Thy breast, 

And with Thy voice of love beguiled, 
Eorget the foes that would molest. 

With gentlest voice, O lull each fear ! 

With kindest hand, O dry each tear ! 

Thus, Jesus, Saviour, let me be 
Not only child-like in my will, 

But thine own child — a child of Thee, 
Whose love alone my breast can fill. 

And if Thy child — Thine heir at last. 

When earth, and grief, and care iM^e past. 



THEEE AEE NO TEAES IN HEAVEN. 

BY JOHN T. SCHWAETZ. 

I MET a child, his feet were bare ; 

His weak frame shivered with the cold ; 
His youthful brow was knit with care ; 
His flashing eye his sorrow told. 

Said I, " Poor boy, why weepest thou ?" 
" My parents both ^re dead," he said ; 
" I have not where to lay my head ; 
O I am lone and friendless now!" 
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Not fidendless, child ; a Priend on high, 
Eor you His precious blood has given ; 

Cheer up, and bid each tear be dry — 
" There are no tears in heaven." 



I saw a man in life's gay noon, 

Stand weeping o'er his young bride's bier ; 
"And must we part," he cried, **so soon?" 
As down his cheek there rolled a tear. 

" Heart-stricken one," said I, " weep not." 
" Weep not ! " in accents wild he cried ; 
" But yesterday my loved one died, 
And shall she be so soon forgot?" 
Forgotten ? No ! still let her love 

Sustain thy heart, with anguish riven ; 
Strive thou to meet thy bride above, 
And dry your tears in heaven. 



I saw a gentle mother weep. 

As to her throbbing heart she prest 
An infant, seemingly asleep 

On its kind mother's sheltering breast. 
" Fair one," said I, " pray weep no more ! " 
Sobbed she— ^* The idol of my hope 
I now am called to render up : 
My babe has reached death's ^<iQpcK^ ^^5st5bT 
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Young motlier, yield no more to grief, 
Nor be by passion's tempest driven, 

But find in these sweet words relief, 
" There are no tears in heaven." 



Poor traveller o'er life's troubled wave — 

Cast down by grief, o'erwhelmed by care^ 
Theue is an arm above can save. 
Then yield not thou to fell despair. 
Look upward, mourners, look above ! 
"What though the thunders echo loud ; 
The sun shines bright beyond the cloud. 
Then trust in thy Eedeemer's love ; 
Where'er thy lot in life be cast, 

"Whate'er of toil or woe be given — 
Be firm — ^remember to the last, 
" There are no tears in heaven." 



THE MOTHEE'S WISH. 

BY MBS. H. W. S. GEOSVEirOB. 

" MoTHEE, what wouldst thou for thy child, 
As he doth tread life's thorny wild, — 
Seek'st thou for him a kingly crown, 
The lofty place of high renown, 
The purple robe the monarch wears. 
The sceptre which the sovereign bears ?" 
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" Oh, no ! the proudest head must bow, 
The sceptred hand in death lie low. 
The lustre of the crown grow dim ;— 
Such gifts I do not seek for him." 

" Then wouldst thou that the light of feme 
May shed a halo round his name. 
That he be known o'er earth afar 
E'en as a brightly beaming star ; 
And when he meets a mortal's doom. 
Millions may throng around his tomb ? " 

" I ask not this ; fame's brightest beam 
Is fleeting as the meteor's gleam, — 
It hath no ray to cheer the heart. 
Or bid the shades of grief depart." 

" Perchance for gold thou seekest now, 
To cast its glitter o'er his brow ; 
That wealth should come to thee and fling 
Upon his path an offering ; ' 
That treasures cluster round his way, 
Are these thy wishes, mother, say ? " 

" Oh ! gold can never purchase bliss. 
Or give the stricken spirit peace, — 
One gleam of hope or joy impart. 
Or heal the rent and bleeding \i<e»x\.r 

i2 
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*' Mother, behold thy lovely boy, 
The foimtam of thy purest joy, — 
Her blessings on his passing years, 
A happy lot imdimmed by tears, 
A pathway free from clouds of care. 
Say, is for these thy fondest prayer ?" 

" Oh, no ! I seek no earthly boon, 
The gifts thou profferest fade too soon ; 
They cannot stay the parting breath, 
But wither at the touch of death : 
For him a nobler boon I seek, 
"Where sorrow ne'er can pale his cheek. 
Where sin can never taint the soul. 
Where waves of passion never roll. 
Where hearts no more by grief are riven, 
This do I seek — a home in heaven!" 



MY LITTLE CHILD. 

COME to me, thou precious one. 
Come, climb upon my knee ; 

1 love to hear thy merry voice, 
'Tis music imto me. 

Thy sparkling eyes, thy eager looks, 
Thy merry, dimpled face. 

To me is fiill of lovingness. 
And every winning grace. 



~ MT LITTLE CHU.D. 

Thy cliildlike queetions I admire, 
Thy wonder and BurpriHe, 

Thy grief at loaa of little things, 
With all its kindred sighs. 

The world to thee ia all a maze, 
Tet flill of bright HUiuhine ; 




The simplest flowers are in thy aigli 

A precious, priceless mine. 

"With opening mind in every look. 
Some pleasing trait appears, 

And smallest ohHtaclos ezdte 
Thy little childish fears. 
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Each day's a round of fresh delight, 
Each night brings sweet repose, 

And there in slumbers thou dost rest. 
Nor shade of sorrow knows. 

Like infant Samuel at prayer, 
Thine infant knees are bent; 

And up to GFod, who children loves, 
Thy simple prayers are sent. 

And angels have the charge of thee. 
To keep thee in thy ways : 

Then as a precious child of Q-od, 
Come, sweetly hymn His praise. 

For Jesus little children loves. 
And gives them his rich blessing. 

And that to every child's the pledge 
Of all that's worth possessing. 



THE DYING CHILD AND HIS FATHER. 

On a child of two and a half years old, who wiped the 
tears from his father's face with his dying hand. 

Paxe was the little polished brow 

That lately bloomed so fair. 
And speechless lay the baby boy, 

His parent's pride and care. 
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The struggle and the fever pang, 
That shook his frame, were past ; 

And there, with fixed and wishful glance, 
He lay to breathe his last. 

Upon the sorrowing father's face 

He gazed with dying eye. 
Then raised a cold and feeble hand 

The starting tear to dry. 

And so he wiped those weeping eyes, 

E'en with his parting breath ; 
Oh ! tender deed of infant love, 

How beautiful in death ! 

Yes, as that gentle soul forsook 

The fainting, trembling clay, 
It caught the spirit of that world 

Where tears are wiped away. 

And still its cherish'd image gleams 

Upon the parent's eye ; 
A guiding cherub to that home • 

Where eveiy tear is dry. 

HOW TO CONQUEE. 

The Wind and the Sun having quarrelled one 

clay, 
(Observe, we repeat what the old fables say^^l 



94 THE GOOD child's GIFT BOOK. 

As to which was the stronger, determined at 

length, 
That it might be a suitable trial of strength, 
To strip a good man, whom they saw on the road. 
Of the fiir-covered cloak o'er his shoulders that 

flowed. 

So, setting in ftill from the pitiless North, 
With ftiry and bluster the Wind issued forth ; 
Then he veered to the eastward, and cutting 

and keen, 
Eaised the folds of the mantle, and thrust in 

between ; 
But all this vehemence, and passion, and force, 
Only made the man wrap himself tighter, of 

course. 

Well, after the Wind had expended his rage, 
And, puffing and panting, had quitted the stage, 
With midsummer glow (not a breeze was afloat) 
The sun cast his rays on the man and his coat. 
One loop, then another, was quickly undone, 
And victory shortly declared for the Sun. 
The cloak, now oppressive, was willingly cast. 
Overcome by the heat, though defying the blast. 

And do you, dear children, the fable who read. 
But try the same plan — ^it is sure to succeed ; 
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Wlien you think yourselves injured, or vn'onged, 

or oppressed, 
Just try a kind word — ^it is always the best ; 
"Will melt down resistance, and anger, and pride. 
When no other weapons wiU do it beside ; 
If such, and such only, you bring to the field, 
I doubt not you'll make the most obdurate yield. 

HALLELUJAH OUT OF THE MOUTH 
OF SUCKLINGS. 

Two little boys, belonging to a poor woman 
of Cheltenham, of whom one was about three, 
the other two years old, attended the infant 
school of the place. The elder took great plea- 
sure in teaching his little brother what he had 
learnt himself. In the winter of 1832, both 
children took the measles ; and, whilst they lay 
in the same room, the elder was often heard 
attempting to make the younger pronounce the 
words, " Hallelujah, praise the Lordj" but with- 
out success ; and the child died before he could 
repeat them. When his brother was told of his 
death, he was silent for a moment, and then 
said, looking kindly up to his mother, " Mother, 
Johnny can say Hallelujah now." After some 
hours, this dear child also died, and could sing 
the same song of praise before the Redeemer's 
throne. 
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A FATHEE EECLAIMED BY HIS SON. 

A LITTLE boy came home from school oiie 
day, weeping and sobbing bitterly. "What ails 
you? eagerly inquired his father. The son 
answered him that his schoolmates had called 
him the son of a drunken father. The parent 
was at first angry ; but on further reflection he 
said to himself, "The boys have only uttered 
what is notoriously true. "What ground, then, is 
there for cherishing resentment towards them ?" 
Thus he was led into a train of thought which 
completely absorbed his mind. During that 
day he abstained from his favourite beverage. 
The succeeding day he found himself unable to 
sleep. His imagination set before him the ter- 
rific evils of a drunkard's onward career. He 
thought of ruined health and constitution — of 
a wasted fortune, impoverished wife and chil- 
dren, a character despised by a community that 
once delighted to do him honour. The prospect 
also of a drunkard's miserable end — a death in 
a ditch or the charity hospital, leaving nought 
but an execrated name and memory, sitx)od like 
an accursed spirit in the presenpe of his fore- 
boding and condemning conscience. Erom the 
contemplation he shrank back as from a yawn- 
ing and bottomless abyss. In the strength of 
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High Heaven lie firmly resolved to begin from 
that moment a new Hfe. Next he acted in har- 
mony with his resolve. He not only abstained 
from tasting intoxicating drink, but scrupulously 
avoided those resorts, haunts, amusements, and 
associates, which might tempt to a violation of 
his pledge. He filled up his hours with useful 
engagements. His leisure time was devoted to 
good company and interesting books. He re- 
sumed sweet intercourse with wife and children, 
went to the house of God on the Sabbath day, 
and by sincere prayer drew down from heaven 
those mercifrd aids requisite to enable him to 
tread the upward path of reformation and glory. 

ANOTHEE CASE. 

The Ebv. Johit Bailt, an eminent divine of 
the seventeenth century, was so honoured by 
G-od as to be made the instrument of the con- 
version of his own father while he was yet a 
child. The following were the circumstances. 
His mother was a remarkably pious woman, but 
his fiather a very wicked character. The good 
instructions and* frequent prayers of the former 
were so blessed to the soul of little John, that 
he was converted to God while very young; and 
having a remarkable gift in prayer, hia moNJwBt 
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caused him to pray in the ^mily. His &th6r, 
OYerhearing him engaged in this exercise, was so 
struck with remorse and shame at finding his 
child, then not above eleven or twelve years old, 
performing that important office in his house 
which he had neglected himself, that it pro- 
duced a deep conviction of his wretched state, 
and proved under Ghod the means of his sal- 
vation. 

EILIAI. AFFECTION. 

Me. Eobert Tillotson went up to London 
on a visit to his son, when he was Dean of Can- 
terbury ; and, being in the dress of a pLmi 
countryman, was insulted by one of the Dean's 
servants, for inquiring if John Tillotson was at 
home. His person, however, beiug described to 
the Dean, he immediately exclaimed, " It is my 
worthy father:" and, running to the door to 
receive him, he feU down upon his knees in the 
presence of his servants, to ask his father's 
blessing. 



The danger caused by an awful eruption of 
Mount Etna, many years since, obliged the 
inhabitants of the adjacent country to flee in 
every direction for safety. Amidst the hurry and 
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con&sion of this scene, every one carrying away 
whatever he deemed most precious, two sons, the 
one named Anaphias, the other Amphonimus, 
in the height of their solicitude for the preser- 
vation of their wealth and goods, recollected 
their father and mother, who, being both very 
old, were unable to save themselves by flight. 
Pilial tenderness overcame every other consi- 
deration: — "Where," exclaimed the generous 
youths, " shall we find a more precious treasure 
than our parents ?" This said, the one took up 
his father on his shoulders, the other his mother, 
and so made their way through the surrounding 
smoke and flames. 



The judicious Hooker used to say, " If I had 
no other reason and motive for being religious, 
I would earnestly strive to be so for the sake of 
my aged mother, that I might requite her care 
of me, and cause the widow's heart to sing for 

joy. 

DE. ADAM CLAEKE'S ADVICE TO 

HIS SON. 

Leaek aU you can; for youth is the time, 
and the time alone, in which learning can be 
attained. I find that I can now remember .very 
little but what I learned when I was youiv^. "^ 
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have, it is true, acquired many tilings since, but 
it has been with great labour and diflRculty; 
and I find I cannot retain them as I can those 
things which I gained in my youth. H!ad I not 
got rudiments and principles in the beginning, 
I should certainly have made but little " out " 
in life. 

A HAPPY MAN. 

The following parable delineates that con- 
dition of mind and heart which makes God the 
object and source of love and happiness. It 
presents the Christian standard — " God all, and 
in all:"— 

A zealous divine who had prayed earnestly 
that God would teach him the perfect way of 
truth, was directed, in a dream, to go to a 
certain place, where he would find an instructor. 
When he came to the place, he found a man in 
ordinary attire, to whom he wished a good 
morning. 

" I never had a bad morning," replied the man. 

"That is very singular; I wish you may 
always be so fortunate," 

" I was never unfortunate," said he. 

" I hope you will always be as happy," said 
the divine. 
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" I am never unliappy," said the other. 

"I wish," said the divine, "that you would 
explain yourself a little." 

" That I will cheerfully do," said he. " I said 
that I never had a bad morning; for every 
morning, even if I am pinched with hunger, I 
praise G-od. If it rains, or snows, or hails, 
whether the weather is serene or tempestuous, 
I am still thankful to Qod, and, therefore, I 
never have a joyless morning. Ifl am miserable 
in outward circumstances, and despised, I still 
praise Ghod. You wished that I might always be 
fortunate ; but I cannot be unfortunate, because 
nothing befaUs me but according to the will of 
G-od; and I believe that His will is always 
good, in whatever He does, or permits to be 
done. You wished me always happy; but I 
cannot be unhappy, because my will is always 
resigned to the will of God." 

" But what if God should thrust you down to 
heU ?" 

"I have two arms — faith and love — with 
which I would hold on to my God and Saviour, 
and not let Him go ; and I would rather be in 
heU with Gild than in heaven without Him." 

The divine, astonished at the man's answers, 
asked him whence he came. 
" I came from God," he replied. 

k2 
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" Where did you find God ?" 

" Where I left the world." 

" Where did you leave Him J" 

" With the pure in heart." 

** What are you ?" 

" I am a king." 

" Where is your kingdom ?" 

" It is within my own bosom. I have learned 
to rule my appetites and passions ; and that is 
better than to rule any kingdom in the world." 

"How were you brought into this happy 
condition ?" 

" By secret prayer, spiritual meditation, and 
union with God. Nothing below God could 
satisfy my desires. I have found Him, and in 
Him I have peace and rest." 

WHAT A LITTLE BOY DID. 

The following interesting fact was related at 
the Old South Church prayer meeting in Boston. 
We copy it from the Boston Eecprder : — 

" A boy whose parents were opposed to reli- 
gion, became interested in his Sabbath school. 
His parents feared that he wou^ become a 
Christian, and shut him up in a chamber, to 
prevent his attending Sabbath school. When 
he was shut up, he began to think what he 
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ehoiild do. His teacher liad told him in all his 
difficulties to go to Jesus. He felt that it was 
a great trial to be prevented from going to the 
Sabbath school, and he knelt down and prayed. 
His mother, fearing he would jump out of the 
window, went to his room, and looked through 
the keyhole, saw him kneeling, and heard him 
praying for his mother. She unlocked the door, 
and wa^s soon kneeling at his side. The father 
went to the chamber, and saw the mother and 
son kneeling, and was soon at their side. This 
little son was instrumential in bringing his 
parents to Jesus. 

APFECTIOJSTATB OEPHAJST. 

" Some time ago," says one, " I met with a 
little boy of a most interesting character. He 
was happet aneath his grey plaid in the bield of 
a green rash busli. He had been reading ; for 
when I came up, he closed a small pocket Bible. 
I imagined he had been weeping, for his eyes 
were wet. I inquired after his little history, 
and where his parents lived. *My father and 
mither are baith dead,* said he, * an* I ha*e nae- 
body to leuk to me but my maister and mistress, 
but they are unco' kind to me. Tender's the 
place where my father stay'd; it gara tx^a «?i^ 
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greet wlien I leuk at it. That was my Other's 
Bible ; there the psalm (referring to the 12th) 
they sung that nicht he de'ed. I'm aye vex't 
when I read the Psalms ; I us'd to say them to 
my father on the Sabbath nichts, when he tell't 
me an* my wee brithers he was soon gaun to 
d'e, an* gar't us aye fa' to the greetin', but he 
bade us dight our een, an' no greet ; for if we 
sought the Almighty, he wad be a &ther to us 
when he was dead and gane.' " 



LITTLE aiEL'S GENEEOSITY. 

A LITTLE girl sent about ten shillings to a 
gentleman for the purchase of some Missionary 
tracts ; and in her letter she says, " She who 
takes this freedom to ask so much of a straoger, 
began this letter with a trembling hand. She 
is indeed young in years and in knowledge too, 
and is not able to talk much with a gentleman 
on religion; but her mother has taught her, 
almost eleven years, to say, *Thy kingdom 
come ; ' and she believes she cannot be saying 
it sincerely if she does nothiug to help it on 
among the heathen. This thought emboldens 
her to write to a stranger, almost as though he 
were a friend." 
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" MOTHEE, TOU HAVE EOEGOTTEU 

MY SOFL." 

So said my little niece, three years old, as her 
kind and careful mother was about to lay her in 
bed. She had just risen from repeating the 
Lord's Prayer ; " but, mother," she said, " you 
have forgotten * my soul V " 

" What do you mean, Anna ?" 

" Why,— 

' Now I lay me down to sleep, 
I pray the Lord my^OTil to keep; 
If I should die before I wake, 
I pray the Lord my soul to take * : — 

we have not said that." 

The child meant nothing more ; yet her words 
were startling. And, oh ! from how many rosy 
lips might they come with moumftil significance! 

You, fond mother, so busy hour aftei* hour in 
preparing and adorning garments for the pretty 
little form, have you forgotten the soul? Do 
you commend it earnestly to the care of its Q-pd 
and Saviour? Are you leading it to commit 
itself, in faith and love, to His keeping. — Sunday 
School Times, 
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PEAYUSra CKELDEEN. 

In M , three little girls used to go into the 

woods every Lord's day. Was it for pleasure? 
For the sake of a walk ? Did they break the 
Sabbath? no; they went that they might 
join together to sing, to read the Bible^ and 
to pray. 

One Simday, just as they were starting off, 
the grandmother of one of them called out, 
" Julia, where are you going ? It is very wrong 
to think of taking pleasure on Q-od's holy day." 

Julia replied, "Dear grandmother, we do 
nothing that is wrong ; for we go into the quiet 
woods to read the Bible, to sing, and to pray. 
Mary prays, and Jane prays, and then I pray." 

" "What do you pray for?" asked her grand- 
mother. 

"That Q-od would bless us, and our school- 
mates, and give us new hearts." 

Young friends, do you ever retire to read, to 
sing, and to pray thus ? If not, begin the 
practice ; for such worship God is pleased with. 

" How truly pleasant 'tis to see 
Little children thus agree. 
Uniting on God's holy day. 
To read the Bible, sing, and pray. 



»» 



I AND HIS LITTI^ MA8TEB. 
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BOVBE AND HIS LITTLE MASTEE. 

" Come, Kover !" said Hany, oa he passed a . 
fine old Newfoimdland dog that lay on a mat at 
the door, " Come, Kover ! I am going down to 
the river to sail mj boat, and I want you to go 
with me." 

Sover opened hia large eyes, and looked lazily 
at his little master. 

"Come! Bover! Eover!" 

But the dog didn't care to move, and bo Harry- 
went oflf to the river-aide alone. He had not 
been gone a great while before a thought of her 
boy came auddenly into the mother's mind. 
; that he had a little veeeel, and 
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that the river was near, it occurred to her that 
he might have gone there. 

Instantly her heart began to throb with alarm. 

"Is Harry with you?" she called up to 
Harry's father, who was in his study. But 
Harry's father said he was not there. 

"I'm ajfraid he's gone to the river with his 
boat," said his mother. 

"To the river!" and Mr. Lee dropped his 
pen, and came quickly down. Taking up his 
hat, he went hurriedly from the house. Eover 
was still lying upon the mat, with his head upon 
his paws, and his eyes shut. 

"Eover!" said his master, in a quick, excited 
voice, " where is Harry ? Has he gone to the 
river ? Away and see ! quick ! " 

The dog must have understood eveiy word, 
for he sprang eagerly to his feet, and rushed to- 
wards the river. Mr. Lee followed as fast as he 
could run. When he reached the river-bank, he 
saw his little boy in the water, with Eover drag- 
ging him towards the shore. He was just in 
time to receive the half-drowned child in his 
arms, and carry him home to his mother. 
' Harry, who remained insensible, was placed in 
a. warm bed. He soon, however, revived, and in 
an hour or two was running about again. But 
6fter this, Eover would never leave sight of 



EOVEB AKD HIS LITTLE MASTEE. 109 

his little master, when he wandered beyond the 
garden gate. Wherever you found Harry, there 
Eover was sure to be — sometimes walking by 
his side, and sometimes lying on the grass, with 
his big eyes watching every movement. 

Once Harry found his little vessel, which had 
been hidden away since he went with it to the 
river, and without his mother's seeing him, he 
started again for the water. Bover, as usual, 
was with him. On his way to the river, he saw 
some flowers, and in order to gather them, put 
his boat down upon the grass. Instantly, Rover 
picked it up in his mouth, and walked back to- 
wards the house with it. 

After going a little way, he stopped, looked 
around, and waited until Harry had got his 
hand ftdl of flowers. The child then saw that 
Bover had his boat, and tried to get it from him; 
but Eover played around him, always keeping 
out of his reach, and retreating towards the 
house, until he got back within the gate. Then 
he bounded into the house, and laid the boat at 
the feet of Harry's mother. 

Harry was a little angry with the good old 
dog at first, but when his mother explained to 
him what Rover meant, he hugged him around 
the neck, and said he would never go down to 
the river any more. 

L 
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Hairy is a man now, and Eorer has long nnce 
been dead ; but he often thinks of the dear old 
dog that saved him from drowning, when he waa 
a child ; and it gives him great pleasure to re- 
member that he never beat Bover, as some boys 
beat their dogs when they are angry, and waa 
never unkind to him. Had it been otherwise, 
the thought would have given him great pain. 



SISSY AND GOD. 

" Abe you not a&aid, sissy, to go to bed in 
the dark?" one of the children asklBd little 
Emma Gray. " I no 'fraid," answered the child, 
shaking her head, '^ I no 'fraid. God takes care 
of sissy, and He's bigger than dark ; in dark 
night papa sleep, mamma sleep, all sleep ; God 
take care of sissy aU night ; He never sleep." 

" But God has so many people to take care of, 
may be He wiU forget sissy." 

The child shook her head, " God made sissy, 
— God never forget sissy ; sissy forget God, but 
God not forget sissy." 

" "Will sissy forget God ? " " Sissy sometimes 
.not think of God ; then she think, then look up 
^n the sky, and try to see God." 

"And does sissy see God?" "See God?'' 
she asked, "See God? God kere^** she said? 
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putting her little hand to her heart ; " God in 
the sky, and God here; sissy loves God, and 
sissy don't want tp be naughty." 

Oh, yes, God will dwell in the hearts of little / 
children, drawing their earliest affections to 
Him, and teaching them by His Spirit to believe 
in Him. The Son of God became a child, and 
when He grew up, took little children in His 
arms, to bless them, to convince our poor faith 
that His redeeming love embraces and over- 
shadows them, and can touch the germ of life 
with its living warmth, while the little one is 
glad and trustful in its heavenly Friend. Let 
us not doubt God's love and care for the little 
one, but carefuUy train it for Him, and a 
heavenly transplanting. 



PEEELT GIVE. 

As fireely we ourselves receive. 
So .freely must we ever give ; 
Not with a grudging heart bestow 
A pittance for our brother's woe. 

Give tithes of all thou dost possess ; 
The cheerful giver God wiU bless ; 
Thy wealth thou canst not hold as thine, 
Jehovah says, " The earth is mine." 
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Q-ive prayers, for Jesus intercedes 
For thee ; before the throne he pleads, 
That pardon, full, abounding, free, 
Por his name's sake be granted thee. 

G^ive pitying tears to those who weep 
In Baca's vaUey, dark and deep ; 
The blessed Saviour shed both tears' 
And blood, to give thee rest from fears. 

Ghive sympathy for the oppressed, 
On whom the galling fetters rest ; 
Thy feUow-men, whom G-od hath made 
Of equal blood, but darker shade. 

Give influence, which may destroy 
This curse that blasts home's purest joy, 
And shuts from millions of our race, 
A knowledge of God's saving grace. 

Give pardon, when some erring one 
Eepents the wrong he may have done ; 
The measure thou dost hope from heaven, 
Forgive as thou wouldst be forgiven. 

Give precious souls in heathen night 
The never-failing Gospel light. 
All gifts thou freely dost receive, 
To those in need as freely give. 
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LOWLY, SHINING HEAD. 

LowLT, sliiniiig head, 

Where we lay thee down, 
With the lowly dead, 

Droop thy golden crown I 

Meekly, marble palms, 

Fold across the breast ; 
Sculptured in white calms 

Of unbreaking rest ! 

Softly, Btarry eyes, 

Vail your darkened spheres, 
Never more to rise 

In summer shine or tears ! 

Calmly, crescent lips. 

Vail your dewy rose, 
To the wan eclipse 

Of this pale repose! 

Slumber, aural shells ! 

No more dying, even 
Through your spiral cells, 

Weaveth gales of heaven. 

Stilly, slender feet, 

Eest from rosy rhyme, 
With the ringiQg sweet 

Of her silver chime, 
li 2 
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Holy smile of Q-od^ 

Spread thy glory mild, 
UndemeatlL the sod, 

On this little child*! 

Mbs. M^Mjlstebs. 

HOME WITHOUT A MOTHEE. 

What is home without a mother ? 

What are all the joys we meet, 
When her loving smile no longer 

Greets the coming of our feet ! 
The days are long, the nights are drear. 

And time rolls slowly on ; 
And oh, how few are childhood's pleasures, 

When her gentle care is gone. 

Things we prize are first to vanish, 

Hearts we love to pass away ; 
And how soon, e'en in our childhood, 

We behold her turning grey. 
Her eyes grow dim, her step is slow. 

Her joys of earth are past ; 
And before we learn to know her. 

She hath breathed on earth her last. 

Older hearts may have their sorrow. 
Griefs that quickly die away ; 

But a mother lost in childhood 

Grieves the young heart day by day. 
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We miss her kind and willing hand, 

Her fond and earnest care ; 
And oh, how drear is life around us — 

"What's home 'Without a mother there ? 

HE MAKES HIS MOTHEE SAD. 

He makes his mother sad, 

The proud, unruly child. 
Who wiU not brook 
Her warning look, 

Nor hear her counsels mild. 

He makes his mother sad, 

Who, in his thoughtless mirth; 

Can e'er forget 

His mighty debt 

To her who gave him birth. 

He makes his mother sad. 

Who turns from wisdom's way ; 

Whose stubborn will, 

Eebelliag stiU, 
Eefiises to obey. 

He makes his mother sad. 
And sad his lot must prove :. 

A mother's fears, 

A mother's tears. 

Are marked by God above. 
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Oh, who SO sad as he 
Who, o'er a parent's grave, 

Too late repents. 

Too late laments, 

The bitter pain he gave ? 

May we ne'er know such grief, 
Nor cause one feeling sad : 

Let our delight 

Be to requite 

And make our parents glad. 

BOTH SIDES. 

A MAN in his carriage was riding along, 

A gaily-dressed wife by his side ; 
In satin and laces, she looked like a queen, 

And he like a king in his pride. 

A wood-sawyer stood on the street, as they passed, 

The carriage and couple he eyed. 
And said, as he worked with his saw on a log, 

" I wish I was rich, and could ride." 

The man in the carriage remarked to his wife, 
" One thing I would give, if I could— 

" I'd give aU my wealth for the strength and the 
health 
Of the man who saweth the wood." 
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A pretty young maid, with a bundle of work, 
Whose face as the morning was fair. 

Went tripping along with a smile of delight, 
While humming a love-breathing air. 

She looked at the carriage — ^the lady she saw, 

Arrayed in apparel so fine, 
And said, in a whisper, " I wish from my heart. 

Those satins and laces were mine !*' 

The lady looked out on the maid with her work, 

So fair, in her calico dress. 
And said, "I'd relinquish possessions and wealth, 

Her beauty and youth to possess." 

Thus, in this worl^ whatever our lot, 
Our minds and our time we employ. 

In longing and sighing for what we have not, 
Ungrateful for what we enjoy. 

We welcome the pleasure for which we have 
sighed. 

The heart has a void in it still. 
Growing deeper and wider the longer we live. 

That nothing but Heaven can fill. 
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WHAT I LIVE FOE. / 
By p. LnwjBus Baio^s. 

I LITE for those wlio love me, 
Whose hearts are kind and true ; 

Por the heaven that smiles above me, 
And awaits my spirit too ; 

Por all human ties that bind me ; 

For the task by Q-od assigned me ; 

For the bright hopes left behind me, 
And the good that I can do. 

I live to leam their story 

Who've suffered for my sake ; 

To emulate their glory, 
And follow in their wake ; 

Bards, patriots, martyrs, sages. 

The noble of all ages. 

Whose deeds crowd History's pages, 
And Time's great volume maka 

I live to hold communion 

With aU that is divine ; 
To feel there is a union 

'Twixt Nature's heart and mine ; 
To profit by affiction, 
Heap truths from fields of fiction. 
Grow wiser from conviction, 

And fulfil each grand design. 
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I live to Hail that season, 

By gifted minds foretold, 
"WTien men shall live by reason. 

And not alone by gold ; 
"When man to man united. 
And every vn-ong thing righted. 
The whole world shall be lighted, 

As Eden was of old. 

I live for those who love me, 
For those who know me true. 

For the heaven that smiles above me. 
And awaits my spirit too ; 

For the cause that la.cks assistance. 

For the wrong that needs resistance, 

For the future in the distance. 
And the good that I can do. 

I DELIGHT TO DO THY WILL, O 

MY GOD. 

O LoBD, thy heavenly grace impart, 
And fix my &ail, inconstant heart ; 
Henceforth my chief delight shall be 
To dedicate myself to Thee. 

"Whate'er pursuits my time employ, 
One thought shall fiU my soul with joy ; 
That silent, secret thought shall be, 
That all my hopes are fixed on Thee. 
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Thy gloriouB eye pervadeth space ; 
Thy preaence, Lord, fills every place ; 
And, whereaoe'er my lot may be. 
Still Bhall my Hpirit cleave to Thee. 
Benouncing every worldly thing, 
And safe beneath Thy eheltering wing, 
My sweetest thought henceforth shall 1 
That all I want, I find in Thee. 

JoHir Fbedxbice Obbbu 

WHAT LITTLE CHILDEEN SHOTTLD 
Little children ehould be happy, 

For our Ood is good and kind ; 
And he loves good children always, 

And with sunshine fills the mind. 
Little children ahould be careful 

To avoid all evil ways ; 
And when the^ to sin are tempted, 

Then to pray for needful grace. 
Little children should be loving, 

And never yield to hatred vile. 
But should greet their worst tormentors 

"With a kind, forgiving smile. 
Little children should be courteous. 

Never harsh, nor rough, nor rude. 
But with gentleness and meekness, 
'' They should seek to be imbued. 
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Little children should be thankful 
For the blessings they possess, 

For their reason, life, and comforts, 
And the riches of Q-od*s grace. 

Little children should love Jesus, 
Saviour, helper, and true friend, 

And whose love to us is boundless. 
And whose mercies never end. 

Little children may be blessed, 
Blessed here and blest in heaven : 

" Suffer them to come ; forbid not," 
Are the words by Jesus given.* 

THE LOST CHILD. 

Once, walking in the crowded street, 

I met a little child, 
The tears were streaming down her cheek. 

Her air was strange and wild ; 
With eager, anxious look, she gazed 

Upon each passer-by. 
And cried aloud, " Where is my home ? " 

An agonizing cry. 

I took her gently by the hand. 
And said, " Come home with me ; " 

She wiped the falling tears away, 
And went right cheerfuUy. 

1£ 
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But when the spacious lawn she saw, 

And garden large and fair, 
With piercing tone, " Where is my home ? " 

She said, " It is not there." 

'* Come in, and see these pleasant rooms, 

All filled with pictures bright, 
And rest upon that couch, so soft — 

And stay, at least to-night." 
She cast one glance of joy around — 

Then came the gushing tear. 
And thrilling cry, " Where is my home ? 

My home ? It is not here ! " 

And thus the Christian wanderer feels. 

While earth is his abode ; 
In crowded street, or festive hall — 

Upon the beaten road, 
Or solitary forest walk. 

Or by domestic hearth, 
His heart demands, " Where is my home P " 

" Not here, not here on earth." 

ALFEED'S DYING MOTHEE. 

In conversation with his dying mother, Alfred 
asked her if she remembered saying something 
about a wonderful sight. Her eye sparkled, 
and her pale fi.ce seemed to shine, as if a ray of 
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holy light had suddenly fallen upon it, as she 
replied : 

" Tes, my son ; were my days on earth to be 
prolonged beyond the ordinary life of man, I 
can never forget that! but do not ask me to 
describe it. I cannot do that. But if you will 
read two or three passages, you will oblige me." 

Alfred opened the Divine Book, saying, 
" Which, dear mother ? " 

" Eead first Isaiah xxxii. 17." 

" Thine eyes shall see the king in his beauty ; 
they shall behold the land that is very far off." 

" Eead next Eev. i. 13; 14." 

" And in the midst of the seven candlesticks 
one like unto the Son of man, clothed with a 
garment down to the foot, and girt about the 
breast with a golden girdle. His head and his 
hairs were white like wool, as white as snow, 
and his eyes were as a flame of fire." 

" And the fifth verse of the third chapter." 

" He that overcometh, the same shall be 
clothed in white raiment; and I will not blot 
out his name out of the book of life, but I will 
confess his name before my Father, and before 
his angels." 

" One passage more, my own Alfred, doubly 
dear to me since you begin to love the Saviour ! 
Eev. xxii. 3—6." 
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Alfred read^ his lips trembling with emotion 
caused by the remark of the dying saint : 

" And there shall be no more curse ; but the 
throne of God and of the Lamb shall be in it ; 
and his servants shall serve him ; and they shall 
see his face ; and his name shall be in their fore- 
heads. And there shall be no night there ; and 
they need no candle, neither light of the sun ; 
for the Lord God giveth them light ; and they 
shall reign for ever and ever." 

When Alfred lifted up his face from the holy 
book, and looked upon hds mother, tears of joy 
were rolling from her eyes, which were gazing 
heavenward, while her thin white hands were 
lifted up and clasped together. — Continuing in 
this^ position for a few seconds, she said: 

" Dear Alfred ! just look to the first sentence 
after these glorious words." 

Alfred read : 

"And he said imto me. These sayings are 
faithful and true." 

" I thought so," she added. " Yes, my son, 
I am dying ; no, not dying, but being bom into 
life ; but remember, whatever is before you in 
the providence of Q-od — remember one of the 
last things I said to you was, " These sayings are 

faithful and true.' " 

« « « « # 
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Three days after this all that remained on 
earth of this devout and happy heliever was the 
cold body, the dust of one of " His saints j" and 
Alfred was alone in the world. The tender tie 
was broken. 

THE ANGELS' GEEETING. 

" Hark ! they whisper — angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away." — Fofb. 

Come to the land of peace, 
Come where the tempest hath no longer sway, 
Th(^ shadow passes from the soul away — 

The sounds of weeping cease. 

"Fear hath no dwelling there ! 
Come to the mingling of repose and love, 
Breathed by the silent spirit of the dove 

Through the celestial air ! 

Come to the bright and blest, 
And crown*d for ever ! 'midst the shining band 
Gather'd to Heaven's own wreath from every 
land, 

Thy spirit shall find rest 

Thou hast been long alone ; 
Come to thy mother ! — on the Sabbath shore, 
The heart that rock'd thy childhood, back once 
more, 

Shall take its wearied one. 
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In silence werfc thou left ; 
Gome to thy sisters ! — joyously again 
All the home voices, blent in one sweet strain. 

Shall greet their long bereft. 

Over thine orphan head 
The storm hath swept, as -o'er a willow's bough ; 
Come to thy father ! — ^it is finished now : 

Thy tears have all been shed. 

♦ In thy divine abode, 

Change finds no pathway, memory no dark trace. 
And oh ! bright victory —death by love no place ; 
Come, spirit, to thy Q-od ! 

KBAEEE HOME. 

** Heaven is my &therland, 
Heayen is my home.*' 

O'eb the hills the sun is setting. 

And the eve is drawing on ; 
Slowly drops the gentle twilight. 

For another day is gone, 
Q-one for aye, — ^its race is over. 

Soon the darker shades will come ; 
Still 'tis sweet to know at even. 

We are one day nearer home. 



<( 



One day nearer," sings the mariner, 
As he glides the waters o'er. 
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While the light is softly dying 

On his distant native shore. 
Thus the Christian on life's ocean, 

As his light boat cuts the foam, 
In the evening cries with rapture — 

" I am one day. nearer home." 

Worn and weary, oft the pilgrim 

Hails the setting of the sun ; 
For the goal is one day nearer, ^ 

And his journey nearly done. 
Thus we feel when o'er life's desert. 

Heart and sandal sore we roam ; 
As the twilight gathers o'er us, 

We are one day nearer home. 

Nearer home ! Tes, one day nearer 

To our Father's house on high — 
To the green fields and the fountains 

Of the land beyond the sky. 
For the heavens grow brighter o'er uss 

And the lamps hang in the dome. 
And our tents are pitched still closer, 

For we're one day nearer home. 

THE LITTLE CANDLE. 

BY EEV. HEITET BACON. 

CHEEEruL the little work-girl sat. 
And swift her needle flew, 
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While the dark shadows of the night 
Their gloom around her threw. 

A little light alone was hers, 
As there she sat and wrought, 

And well she knew how well to prize 
What her own toil had bought. 

" I must be quick," she musing said, 

" My little candle wanes ; 
And swiftly must my task go on, 

While yet its light remains." 

And then she plied, with wondrous skill, 

The little shining steel. 
And every ray of that small light 

Smiled on her patient zeal. 

Ere the last glimmer died away. 

Her task was neatly done ; 
Sweet was her rest ; — and joy to her 

Came with the morning sun. 

Ah, is not life a little light 
That soon will cease to bum ? 

And should not we from that dear girl 
A solemn lesson learn ? 

While yet that little candle shines. 
Be all our powers employed : 
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And while we strive to do our tasks, 
Life shall be best enjoyed. 

But let us ne'er in darkened hours 
Forget what Christ hath done ; 

But patient, in sweet hope, await 
The glorious rising sun ! 

EELIGION EXPLAIlSrED BY A FATHER 
TO HIS CHILDREN. 

Now, my precious children, hear 

A father's loving voice ; 
And Ifet religion early be 

Tour true and earnest choice. 

The first great truth proclaims a Q-od, 

Jehovah, Lord of a11 ; 
You see His glory in His works. 

However great or small. 

• 

He made all things in heaven above, 

And all on earth below ; 
The impress of His hands or feet 

Are seen where'er you go. 

But in His holy word His name 

To us He has made known ; 
Revealed His blessed will and laws. 

His dwelling, and His throne. 
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He is a God moBt wise and good, 
His name and nature love ; 

Por every blessing we enjoy, 
Comes down from heaven above. 

But He did send His only Son, 

The Lamb of God, to die. 
That sinners might be saved from death, 

To immortality. 

His Holy Spirit, too, came down 

To purify the soul, 
To heal the broken-hearted ones. 

And make the sinner whole. 

The Gospel now proclaims to all. 

Their sin can be forgiven ; 
And rebels Drought to holy love 

And endless life in heaven. 

Nor can salvation e'er be found. 
But in His precious blood ; 

And He's the way, the truth, the life, 
By which we come to God. 

To love and serve the Saviour here. 

Depending on His grace ; 
We thus with all His ransom'd ones. 

Show forth His blessed praise. 
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If we are Christ's, then all will see 

The fruit of holy love. 
And we shall have a hope within, 

Of endless bliss above. 

And Jesus little children loves, 

A welcome gives them all ; 
Then let your anthems sound His praise, 

And crown Him Lord of AU. 

THE HAPPY COTTAGEES. 

EvEET one wants to be happy, young and old, 
and of every age and country. God wishes us 
to be happy. But many persons think they 
cannot be happy without riches, fine houses, 
grand furniture, and aU sorts of luxuries. But 
happiness is in the soul, and it must be planted 
there by God. He alone can make people 
happy. His favour. His love — ^this, if enjoyed, 
will make any one, and every one, happy; 
while sin and rebellion against God made even 
the happy angels, and our happy first parents, 
truly miserable. I have no doubt there is more 
real happiness in cottages than in splendid 
mansions ; with honest, pious peasants, oftener 
than with the wealthy and noble. Don't forget, 
happiness is from God, and it must be in the 
mind, and the mind must be made so by the 
grace of Jesus Christ. 
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Happy God b children whererer they iwtiU, 
For they of Hia love and mercy can tell j 
Happy they live, and happy they die, 
Then happy they dwell in maneicnfl on hi^. 

WILLIAM PBNN AND THE AMERICAN 
INDIANS. 
Iir moat caaes, strong oatione bave invaded 
weaker oneB, and have teken their countiieB by 
foroe. In other caees, poor ignorant persoiiB 
have been defrauded out of their lauds and 
B by tbe croil of white men. Williaoi 



WILLIAM PENS AlID THE INDIAUa, 
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Perm's character stands out nobly in these 
respects, for when he founded Fetmsylvania, in 
North Amenca, he entered mto an honourable 
treaty with the Indians who owned the soil, and 




he employed no soldiers to get possession of the 
country. The consequence was, that no blood 
wa« spilt and no wrong inflicted. He was 
almost worshipped by the Indians, and his 
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name will be a houseliold word with all those 

who believe in the power of goodness, and in 

the eflBiciency of peace principles. It is now 

179 years since the scene in this picture took 

place. 

" Unarmed, except by love, in danger's hour ^ 
He moved midst savage men ; his power they feel : 
All conquering love ! more mighty in thy power 
Than thundering cannon, or the glittering steel." 

WHAT r LOVE. 

I LOTE the precious book of God, 

Of all the books the best. 
That keeps the young from Satan's ways, 

And makes them ever blessed. 

I love the Lord's most holy day. 

The chief of all the seven ; 
The day for special prayer and praise, 

And most resembling heaven. 

I love the place where Christians meet, — 

How blessed to be there. 
To join the song of holy praise. 

And true devotion's prayer. 

I love all those who fear the Lord ; 

Companions these shall be ; 
Nor will I choose my friends from those 

Who hate true piety. 
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But chiefly more than all I love 

Him who was crucified ; 
Who, to redeem my soul to Q-od, 

On Calvary's summit died. 

O be the Saviour's spirit mine, 
JEQs love, His smile. His grace. 

And then to join the blest above. 
And sing His endless praise * 

TESTY; OE, GOIT'S CAEE OF THE 

OUTCAST. 

Tiirr was a poor child left by his mother to 
the care of a woman who soon got tired of hiiiK 
and then not only neglected to give him food, 
but BO beat him that at length he left her, and 
lived in the street. Here he was exposed to 
hunger and cold, had no place to go to at night, 
and often tried to crawl into passages or shutter- 
boxes, to screen him from the cold night air and 
rain. 

A smith allowed him for a time to sleep in 
his shop, and an old woman permitted him to 
stay in a cellar among some shavings ; but as 
poor Tiny was accompanied by a dog that took 
a fancy to him, and the dog was not allowed to 
be with him, he had again to turn into the street. 

This dog was very fond of Tiny, and used to 
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lie close to him, and keep him warm when he 
was sleeping on the cold flags or doorways at 
night, — and Tiny might have died with cold on 
one severe night, but for the care and kindness 
this dog showed him. The dog, too, seemed to 
know that Tiny must be hungry, for onq. day it 
ran into a baker's shop, and stole a roll or loaf, 
and brought it straight to Tiny. A policeman 
who saw the dog do this took it away, and poor 
Tiny never saw it again.* Very likely he killed 
it, and Tiny was taken by the same policeman 
before a magistrate, who, having warned him 
not to be a thief, dismissed him. 

But the loss of the dog was a great affliction 
to Tiny ; for one night, as a policeman dragged 
Tiny out of a shutter-box, and beat him, the 
dog flew at him and tore his coat. 

But after this. Tiny got admission to an insti- 
tution where poor destitute children are cared 
for ; and here he was well washed, and clothed, 
and warmed, and fed. Besides all this, he was 
taught to read and to know good things. Tiny 
was a boy of principle ; he was truly grateful, 
and by his good behaviour he won the esteem and 
love of those about him. He was diligent, too, 
in his work : for the boys in the institution were 
not idle, but were taught various kinds of labour, 
that they might earn their own living. 
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After a while, Tiny's mother began to seek 
for him, and, when she discovered where he was, 
sent him a parcel of things that were very- 
acceptable to Tiny. ♦The parcel contained eat- 
ables, fruit, a shirt, and also a letter. Tiny 
contilfued to grow and improve, both in mind 
and body, and at length he was placed on board 
one of Her Majesty's ships, where he laboured 
to be useful to other young men who were in 
the same vessel with him. 

Tiny prayed to God, and God heard him ; he 
trusted in God, and God delivered him. The 
narrative of Tiny is published by the institution 
that took him in, and many thousands of copies 
of it have been sold, so I would wish my readers 
to remember that while the story of Tiny is very 
affecting and interesting, it is also a true one. 

The other boys in the institution were very 
kind to Tiny, and Tiny has since been kind and 
useful to others ; and this is just as it ought to 
be, — ^for when kindness has been shown to us, 
we should not forget to be kind to others. I 
have no doubt Tiny is still a rising young man, 
for the way of wisdom is the way to true dignity 
and blessedness. 



« 1 
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A CHILD'S ELOQTJElSrCE. 

A SWEET little girl, named Sarah, had been to 
church, and went home full of what she had 
seen and heard. Sitting at table with the 
family, she asked her father, who had been to 
church, but was a very wicked man, whether he 
ever prayed. He did not like the question, and, 
in a very angry manner, replied— 

" It is your mother or your aunt Sally that 
put you up to that, my little girl." 

" No, papa," said the little creature ; " the 
preacher said, * All good people pray ; and those 
who don't pray ain't going to heaven.' Pa, do 
you pray?" 

This was more than her father could stand, 
and, in a rough waj, he said- 

" Well, you and your mother, and your aunt 
Sally, may go your way, and I will go mine." 

"Pa," said the little creature, with sweet 
simplicity, " which way are you going P" This 
question pierced his heart. It flashed upon him 
that he was in the way to death. He started 
from his chair, burst into tears, and immediately 
began to cry for mercy. Within a few days he 
was a happy convert, and, I believe, he will 
appear in heaven as a star in his little daughter's 
crown of rejoicing. 
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aEOWTH OF SIN. 

The beginning of Nero's reign was marked 
by acts of the greatest kindness and condescen- 
sion, — by affability, complaisance, and popu- 
larity. The object of his administration seemed 
to be the good of his people ; and when he was 
desired to sign his name to a list of malefactors 
that were to be executed, he exclaimed, " I wish 
to heaven I could not write .'" He was an enemy 
to flattery ; and when the senate had liberally 
commended the wisdom of his government, Nero 
desired them to keep their praises till he de- 
served them. Yet this was the wretch who 
assassinated his mother, who set Are to Eome, 
and destroyed multitudes of men, women, and 
children, and threw the odium of that dreadful 
action on the Christians. The cruelties he exer- 
cised towards them were beyond description, 
while he seemed to be the only one who enjoyed 
the tragical spectacle. " The heart is deceitful 
above all things, and desperately wicked — ^who 
can know it ?" 

THE PEAEL AND THE DEW-DEOP. 

We have read that Pliny, and after him some 
other wise men, struck with the similarity of 
the pearl to a dew-drop, fancied that the pearl- 
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fish rose eyery morning to the surface of tbe 
waters, and expanded its shell to receive. the 
dews of heaven, which silently descending like a 
liquid pearl, entered the oyster, and assumed the 
texture, shape, and colour, of a real pearl. The 
idea has been prettily versified. 

A little particle of rain 

That from a passing cloud descended. 
Was heard thus idly to complain : 

" My brief existence now is ended ; 
Outcast alike from earth and sky. 
Useless to live, unknown to die." 

It chanced to fall into the sea, 
And there an open shell received it ;. 

And after years how rich was he, - 
Who from its prison-house relieved it ! 

The drop of rain has formed a gem, 

To deck a monarch's diadem ! 

Mbs. S. C. Hall. 



PEESEVEEANCE ; OE, TAKE THE 
OTiaEE HAND. 

It was one of the first days of Spring, when a 
lady who had been watching by the sick bed of 
her mother for some weeks, went out to take a 
little exercise and enjoy the fresh air. Sbe 
hoped that she might hear a bird sing, or see 
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some little wild flower which would speak to her 
of future hope, fox her heart was full of anxiety 
and" sorrow. After walking some distance, she 
came to a rope-walk. She- was familiar with 
the place, and entered. At one end of the 
buili^g she saw a little boy turning a large 
wheel: she thought it too laborious for such 
a child, and, as she came near, she spoke to 
him. 

" Who sent you to this place ?'* she asked him. 

" Nobody ; I came of myself." 

" Does your father know that you are here P" 

" I have no father." 

" Are you paid for your labour ?" 

" Yes ; I get ninepence a day." 

"What do you do with your money?" 

" I give it all to my mother." 

" Do you like this \york ?" 

" Well enough ; but if I did not, I should do it 
that I might get the money for my mother." 

" How long do you work in the day ?" 

" !From nine till eleven in the morning, and 
from two until five in the afternoon." 

" How old are you ?" 

"Almost nine." 

" Are you never tired of turning this great 
wheel?" 

"Yes; sometimes." 
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"And what do you do then?" 

" I take the other hcmd.^* ^ 

The lady gave him a piece of money. 

"Is this for my mother?" he said, looking 
pleased. 

" No ; it is for yourself," replied the lady. 

"Thank you, ma'am," the boy said, and the 
lady bade him farewell. 

She went home strengthened in her devotion 
to duty, and instructed in true practical philo- 
sophy by the words and example of a little 
child; and she said to herself, "The next time 
that duty seems hard to me, I will, like that 
little child, not complain, but *take the other 
hand: " 



WHO AEE THE EICH ? 

Who are the rich? — ^the favoured few. 

Whose hand their dazzling treasures hold. 
With luxury deck their haUs, and strew 
Their paths with gold ? 

'No : for the wealth so proudly got. 

Is borrowed aU-^the fatal bond 
May grant it to the grave, but not 
An hour beyond. 
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They are rich whose treasures lie 

In hearts, not hands — ^in heaven, not here ; 
Whose ways are marked by Pity's sigh 
And Mercy's tear. 

"No borrowed wealth, no failing store : 
These treasures of the soul remain 
Its own: and when to live is o'er, 
To die is gain. 

Who are the poor ? — ^the humble race. 

Who dwell where luxury never sho'ne — 
Perchance without one fiiendly face. 
Save God's alone. 

No ! for the meek and lowly mind. 

Still following where its Saviour trod, 
Though poor in all, may richly find 
The peace of God. 

They are poor, who, rich in gold, 

Confiding in that faithless store, 
Or tremble for the wealth they hold, 
Or thirst for more ; 

Whose hands are fettered by its touch. 
Whose lips no generous duty plead ; 
Go, mourn their poverty, for such 
Are poor indeed. 
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LET US SING MEEEILT, MEEEILT. 

Let u8 sing merrily, merrily, 
Per G-od is so kind and good ; 
He clothes with raiment every day. 
And sends ns all needful food. 

Let us sing merily, merrily, 

For Jesus does children love ; 

And if we do serve Him and love Him here, 

We shall dwell with the happy above. 

Let us sing merrily, merrily, 
Our Saviour's most blessed praise ; 
And teU him his young disciples we'll be, 
And follow him all our days. 

Let us sing merrily, merrily, 
"Not trifling songs that are vain ; 
Biit learn the anthem that angels sing, 
""Worthy the Lamb that was slain." 

Let us sing merrily, merrily, 
Like those round the throne in heaven ; 
And the chorus of every song shall be, 
" All glory to Jesus be given." 

Let us sing merrily, merrily, 

For by praise G-dd is glorifled ; 

Por children did Jesus surround, 

.Ajid joyful Hosannal^ they cried. * 
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A GALLERY OF MODEL MEN AND 
WOMEN WHO BEGAN TO SERVE 
GOD IN EARLY LIFE. 

<< Their record is on high." 

How pleasant it is to see in picture galleries 
portraits of great and iUustrious persons. How 
interesting to gaze on tlieir features, and then to 
recollect their lives and excellences. This interest 
is greatly deepened if these lives were really good, 
and their conduct pious, benevolent, and useful. 

Our gallery contains only such, and therefore 
we say, study the few words said of ea«h. and 
labour so to remember them, that you may hope 
to follow them, as they laboured to follow the 
greatest and best of aU examples, the Lord 
Jesus Christ. 

RiOHABD Baxteb, who wrote almost a 
library of good books, began when quite a youth 
to love and serve God, and lived a most devoted 
Christian life, and died in December, 1691, at 
seventy-six years of age. One of his books^ 
" The Call to the Unconverted," had a sale of 
20,000 in one year. 

SiE Isaac Newton, one of the most learned 
and eminent philosophers that ever lived, in 
very early life exhibited that fear of God and 
reverence for divine thjjigs for which he was so 
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remarkable. He was a poixsitasit student .of the 
Word of God, and not only wrote some of tiie 
profoundest books on pbilosophy^ but also ob- 
servations on tbe prophecies of Daniel and the 
Eevelation. He died March 20th, 1727, when 
he was eighty years old. " 

Bishop Butleb, when young^ showed a most 
intense love of learning and books, especially 
theological works, that is, books about GK>d aiid 
religion. Afterwards, he wrote a volume show^' 
ing how the Bible resembled the works of God 
in nature, a book I hope aU my young Mends 
will read and study so soon as they can under* 
stand it. Bishop Butler thus did a great service 
to the cause of religion, and he wilL never be 
forgotten by the wise and good of ^mankind to 
the end of the world. He died June 16th, 
1752, in his sixtieth year. 

De. Watts, the writer of so many sweet 
songs for children, and hymns for publio wor- 
ship,, and the author of a great many excellent 
^orks, at the age oi fowr began to learn Latin, 
and at seven he used to be constantly repeating 
his thoughts in rhyme. When quite a yowng 
man, he commenced a religious life, and became 
one of the most useful and distinguished men of 
his day. He died November 25th, 1748, in his 
sevens-fifth year. 
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John Wesley, the founder of Methodism, 
when a child, was rescued from the flames of 
Epworth Eectory. "When a yotmg man he 
separated himself from evil companions, and 
selected a few friends who loved and feared G-od^ 
and with these he met to read the Scriptures, 
and for meditation and prayer. 

He became a wonderful preacher, and wrote 
himdreds of books and tracts. Like his blessed 
Master, he went up and down, spending all his 
income in doing good. His name and labours will 
never perish from the earth. He died March 
2nd, 1791, in the eighty-eighth year of his age. 

.The Countess of Huntingdon, daughter 
of the Earl of Ferrars, while very young ^ became 
decidedly religious, and was distinguished all 
through life for her love of devotion. She was 
the friend of the celebrated minister, George 
Whitfield, expended large simis of money in 
having places of worship built for the pte^hing 
of the G-ospel, and for educating young men for 
the ministry. She was very UBeful among the 
higher ranks of society, and a great blessing 
and ornament to the Church of Christ. After 
abimdant labours, she died at the advanced age 
of eighty-four. 

William Cowpee, Esq., the Christian Poet, 
whose sweet and refreshing poems will be read 

o 2 
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{md admired to the end of the world, was a v^ 
delicate child, and lost his beloved mother when 
only six years old. He made great progress in 
learning, but was very bashful and diffident, and 
pften was subject to gloom of mind. But £rom his 
youth he exhibited great reverence for GK)d, and 
divine things, and he united with the £ev. Johi| 
Newton in writing thbse exquisite "Olney 
Hymns." His letters also are very instructive. 
He died April 23rd, 1800, aged sixty-^nine. 

Bev. Bobert Pollok, who wrote that justly 
celebrated and striking poem, ''The Course of 
Time," was an early and diligent student. His 
life was one of great intellectual and religious 
excellence, and high hopes were entertained that 
he would be a distinguished and useful minister. 
But he soon fell a prey to consiunption, and 
died near Southampton, September 18th, 1827, 
aged 29. 

Bev. Bobebt Hall was one of the most intel- 
lectual and eloquent preachers that ever lived. 
He was the son of very pious parents, and very 
early showed a regard for divine things. When 
ten years of age he wrote many essays on good 
things, and used to invite his sister and brothers 
to hear him preach. He would often take books 
with him to school out of his father's libraiy to 
read between school-hours. In after life he was 
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much admired and esteemed ; and after being a 
great sufferer for many years^ he died full of 
faith and the finiits of a holy life, in February, 

1831, aged sixty-seven. 

Db. Adam Clabke was an extraordinary boy, 
and manifested the most earnest desire to 
become learned, and acquire knowledge. He 
began to serve G-od in early life^ and endured 
a great many hardships in forcing his way 
upwards to great eminence, both as a scholar 
and minister. 

He was one of the most learned men in the 
world in a knowledge of languages. He wrote a 
vast niunber of books, besides his " Commentary 
on the Whole Scriptures," and was one of the 
most celebrated Wesleyan preachers. 

He died very suddenly of cholera, in the 
house of a friend at Bayswater, August 26th, 

1832, ripe in years and Chnstian goodness. 
Db. H. Belfbage, a celebrated minister in 

Scotland, used to get upon a tombstone when 
very young, to preach to his boyish companions. 
He had a keen fondness for books, and became 
a very celebrated minister, and a useful and 
extensive writer. His works include an excel- 
lent volume of "Discourses to the Toimg." 
He was much beloved by a large circle of excelr 
lent j&iends» He died in 1834, a^ed sixty years. 



150 THE aOOB OHILD^S ailTT BOOK. 

JoHir FosTEB was a remarkable child, haying 
an unquenchable love of reading, and in early 
life he became a devoted follower of Christ. He 
wrote several extraordinary books, one of which, 
" On Decision of Character," all young people 
should carefully read. He died in October, 
1839, in his sixty-ninth year. 

Mbs. Elizabeth Fby was one of the most 
remarkable and beniBvolent ladies of modem 
times. When only eighteen she began to visit 
the poor, and labour for the education of the 
ignorant. Afterwards she spent nearly all her 
time in visiting prisons, charity schools, hospitals, 
and asylums. She travelled all over Europe in 
these labours of Christian goodness, and often 
stood to plead before kings and queens in the 
discharge of this work of love. 

She died in October, 1844, aged sixty-six, 
saying, " Through the Saviour I am safe." 

Eey. Eobebt M. M'Cheyne was a celebrated 
minister in Scotland, whose early piety and 
useful life and labours have been made almost 
universally known by the memoirs which have 
beenpubHshedofhim. His pulpit talents were 
of a striking kind, and his fideUty to truth and 
love to souls most prominent. He was one of a 
deputation who visited the Jews in Germany, 
Syria, and Palestine. But he had a weakly 



JL GALLEBY OF MODEL MEK AlfD WOMEN. 151 

constitution, and Fairly wore it out as a mes- 
senger of mercy, in the service of that Saviour 
whom he so honoured and loved. He died 
April 25th, 1843, aged thirty. 

Joseph John G-ubney, Esq., was a rich 
banker, and lived at Earlham Hall, near Norwich. 
He was the brother of Mrs. Pry, and, like her, 
devoted his life, and talents, and learning, and 
wealth, in doing good. He became decidedly 
religious in very early life. Afterwards in a 
great variety of ways he endeavoured to be a 
blessing to his fellow creatures. He wrote a 
great many excellent books, travelled all over 
Europe, the "West Indies, United States of 
America, visiting slaves, and prisoners, and the 
persecuted, and ofben pleaded vnth kings and 
great personages on behalf of the oppressed. 

He was a man of a most lovely spirit, a real 
model for imitation, both by children and young 
men. He died very deeply regretted, January 
4th, 1847, aged fifty-nine. 

Sophia L. C. CuviEBwas the daughter of the 
celebrated Baron Cuvier. the great naturalist and 
Christian philosopher. She was a very tender 
plant, and her education was conducted chiefly 
at home. But she had a strong and quick intel- 
lect, most lovely disposition, and in early life was 
imbued with tho spirit of genuine religion. 
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As she grew in years, she became still more 
spiritual and Clirist>like, and devoted a great 
deal of her time and means to the promotion of 
the temporal and religious welfare of the poor. 

Her prospects of distinction in the world were 
closed by a severe affliction, which ended her 
earthly toils and sorrows, September 28th, 1827, 
in the twenty-Becond year of h* age. 

Mbs. Shebman, the wife of the Bev. James 
Sherman, of Surrey Chapel, London, was a 
Christian of a very high and excellent rank. 
She was a thorough helpmeet to her husband in 
his various religious and benevolent labours, 
and moved with him like an angel of mercy in 
shining upon and blessing all within her influence. 

After a bright and holy career of goodness 
seldom equalled, she passed away from this earth 
of toil and sorrow to the heavenly land of rest 
and joy. Her Life by her husband is a beautiful 
book for young persons to read. She died 
May 18th, 1848, aged forty-one. 

Eev. Dr. Bobebt Newtoit was very early in 
life brought to enjoy and exhibit saving religion. 
When quite a youth he became a preacher, and 
continued to minister all over the three kingdoms 
until he was upwards of seventy years of age. 
He very often preached from eight to twelve 
sermons a week. 
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He was a very handsome man, with a fine 
commanding appearance, Qzcellent voice, and a 
general favourite wherever he went. No man 
has been so long and imiversally popular as a 
preacher in England for the last century. 

He died April 30th, 1854, very happy, saying, 
"Parewell, sin and death. Praise the Lord!*' 
How blessed to be so loved and so useful as this 
great and good man was ! 

Eev. John Angell James was one of the 
most useful and beloved ministers of Christ that 
have lived within the last century. He possessed 
in a large degree the spirit of his divine Master, 
was distinguished for great Christian courtesy, 
benignity, and goodness, was more than fifty 
years minister of one of the largest congrega- 
tions in England. 

His written works have been a great blessing 
to the world, and no doubt will continue to bo 
so for generations yet to come. 

Mr. James began ectrl^ life in the fear and 
service of God, and hence Q-od showered bless- 
ings and honours upon him. He died, uaiver- 
saUy beloved and regretted, at Birmingham. 

I would advise all young people to read one of 
his most useful books, "The Anxious Inquirer." 

Rev. D. Wilson, Bishop op Calcutta, 
feared GK)d from his youth, and was a most 
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diligent student, in the attainment both of 
learning and Christian knowledga He was 
celebrated as a preacher, laborious as a parish 
vicar, wrote a great many excellent books, and 
then was appointed to be Bishop of Calcutta. 
Here he lived twenty-five years, caused the 
erection of a splendid cathedral, and a great 
many churches in various parts of India, was a 
most faithful labourer in the missionary field of 
the East, and died honoured and loved by Chris- 
tians aU over the world, upwards of eighty years 
of age. No one has ever been bishop in the Bast 
for so long a time as good old Bishop Wilson. 

Alderman Kelly, once Lord Mayor of Lon- 
don, was originally a poor boy in the coimtry, 
but he came to London, and was steady and 
diligent and economical. He avoided bad com- 
pany, improved his mind, and lived in the fear 
of God. , He gave up a great deal of his time in 
doing good. He was kind to prisoners, generous 
to the poor, and a great friend to schools. He 
was very thoughtful and kind to his parents, 
and very benevolent in a large sphere to the 
distressed and unfortunate. 

He died, full of honour and good works, Sep- 
tember 7th, 1855, in his eighty-fourth year. 
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